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EMMA LAZARUS.^ 

Born July 22, 1840 ; Dibd Novembbb 10, 1887. 

One hesitates to lift tho veil and throw the 
light upon a life so hidden and a personality so 
withdrawn as that of Emma Lazarus ; but while 
her memory is fresh, and the echo of her songs 
still lingers in these pages, we feel it a duty to 
call up her presence once more, and to note the 
traits that made it remarkable and wortliy to 
shine out clearly before the world. Of dramatic 
episode or climax in her life there is none ; out* 
wardly all was placid and serene, like an un- 
troubled stream whose depths alone hold the 
strong, quick tide. The story of her life is the 
story of a mind, of a spirit, erer seeking, ever 
striving, and pressing onward and upward to new 
truth and light. Her works are the mirror of 
this progress. In reviewing them, the first point 
that strikes us is the precocity, or rather the 
spontaneity, of her poetic gift She was a bom 
singer ; poetry was her natural language, and to 
writo was less effort than to speak, for she was 
a shy, scnsitivo child, witli strango reserves and 
reticences, not easily putting herself en rapport 

1 Written for 7^ Ctntwrg Maganm. 
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with thoM around hn* Books were her world 
from her emrliesi years; in them she literally 
lost and foond herself* She was eleren years 
old when the War of Secession Inroke oat, which 
inspired her first lyrie oailrarsts. Her poems 
and translations written between the ages of 
foorteen and soTenteen were coUectedy and eon- 
stitated her first published volume. Crude and 
immature as these productions naturally were, 
and utterly eondemned by the writer's later 
judgment, they are, nevertlicless, highly interest* 
ing and characteristic, giving, as they do, the 
keynote of much that afterwards unfolded itself 
in her life* One cannot fail to be rather pain- 
fully impressed by the profound melancholy ]>cr- 
Tading the book. Tlio opening poem is "In 
Mcmoriam," — on 'ho death of a school friend 
and companion; and the two following poems 
alw hare death for theme. " On a Lock of my 
Mother's Hair " gircs us reflections on growing 
old. These are the four poems written at the ago 
of fourteen. There is not a wholly glad and joy- 
ous strain in the Tolome, and we might smile at 
the recurrence of broken tows, broken hearts, and 
broken lires in tlie experience of this maiden just 
entered upon her teens, were it not tliat the inno- 
cent child herself is in such domlly earnest Tlio 
two long narrative poems, *'Bert]ia" and "Kl- 
frida," are also tragic in Uio extreme. Botli are 
dashed off apparently at white heat : " Elf rida,** 
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oyer fifteen handred lines of blank verse, in two 
weeks ; " Bertha," in three and a half. Wo 
have said that Emma Lazarus was a bom singer, 
but she did not sing, like a bird, for joy of being 
aliTO ; and of being young, alas I thero is no hint 
in these yontliful effusions, except inasmuch as 
this unrelieved gloom, tliis ignorance of ** values," 
so to speak, is a sign of yoath, common especially 
among gifted persons of acute and premature 
sensibilities, whose imagination, not yet focused 
by reality, overreaches the mitrk. With Emma 
Lazarus, however, this sombre streak has a 
deeper root; something of birth and temperar 
ment is in it, — the stamp and heritage of a race 
bom to suffer. But dominant and fundamental 
tliough it was, Hebraism was only latent thus far. 
It was classic and romantic art tliat first at- 
tracted and inspired her. She pictures Aphro- 
[ dito the beautiful, arising from the waves, and 

\ tlie beautiful A^ioUo and his loves, — Daphne, 

pursued by tlio god, changing into tlie laurel, and 
the enamored Clytie into the faithful sunflower. 
Beauty, for its own sake, supreme and uncon- 
ditioned, charmed her primarily and to the end* 
Her restless spirit found repose in the pagan 
idoa,^tlio absolute unity and identity of man 
witli nature, as symbolized in the Greek myilis, 
where every natural force becomes a person, and 
whore, in turn, persons pass witli equal readiness 
and freedom back into nature again. 
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In this connection a name would raggest itself 
eren if it did not appear, — Heine tlio 6reek| 
Heine the Jew, Heine the Romanticist, as Emma 
Lazanis licrself has styled him ; and already in 
this early Tolome of hers we liare trace of Uie 
kinship and affinity that afterwards so plainly 
declared itself* Foremost among tlie transla- 
tioAs are a number of his songs, rendered witli a 
finesse and a literalness that are rarely combined. 
Four years later, at the age of twenty-one, she 
publislied her second volume, "Admetus and 
Olher Poems,'' which at once took rank as litera- 
tore both in America and Knglaiid, and chal- 
lenged comparison with tlio work of established 
writcin. Of classic themes we have ** Admctus *' 
and "Oq>hcus," and of romantic the legend of 
Tannliiiuscr and of the saintly Lohengrin. All 
are treated witli an artistic finish that shows i>er- 
fcct mastery of her craft, without detracting from 
tlie freshness and flow of her inspiration. Whilo 
sounding no absolutely new note in the world, 
she yet makes us aware of a talent of unusual 
distinction, and a highly endowed nature, —a 
sort of tact of sentiment and expression, an in- 
stinct of the true and beautiful, and tluit quick 
Intnition which is like second-tight in its sensi- 
tiveness to apprehend and respond to external 
stimulus. But it is not the jturely imaginative 
poems in tliis volume tliat most deeply interest 
vm. We come upon experience of life in these 
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pages; not in the ordinary scnsei howerer, of 
outward activity and movement, but in the hid- 
den undercurrent of being. " Tlir eiiochs of our 
life are not in the visible facts, but in the silent 
Uioughts by the wayside as wo walk.*' This is 
the motto, drawn fi*om Emerson, which she 
chooses for her ]M>em of '* Epochs," which marks 
a pivotal moment in her life. Difficult to analyze, 
difficult above all to convey, if we would not en- 
croach upon tlie domain of private and personal 
cxjiorience, is the drift of this poem, or rather 
cycle of poems, that ring tliroughont witli a 
dcci)er accent and a more direct appeal than lioi 
yet made itself felt It is Uie drama of tho hu- 
man soul, — <* the mystic winged and flickering 
butterfly," *' flitthig between earth and sky/' in 
its passage from birtli to death. 

' A golden morning of Juno I " Sweet empty 
sky without a stain." Sunlight and mist and 
*' ripple of rain-fed rills." ''A murmur and a 
singing manifold." 

" \VImt Rimplo tlilncpi be ilicno ilie loul to raiao 
To botiiuliiig Joy, and niako young ptilsoi boat 
With namolon ploosuro, finding life lo sweet! *' 

Such is youth, a Juno day, fair and fresh and 
tender with dreams and longing and vague do* 
sire. Tlie morn lingers and ^Misses, but the noon 
has not reached its height before tlio clouds begin 
to rise, tho sunshino diosi the aur grows thick and 
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htKTfi IIm lightning! flaih, the thunder breaks 
nmong the hillsy roUe and gathers and growsy 
ntU 

'* BtMd, JM bolt •Croek hooM, 
And •vwraiMd 6Mt tht ■tom luUh eooM.'* 

Kofw we hare the phases of the sonl, — the 
shock and sorfirise of grief in the face of the 
world made desolate. Lonelinoss and despair 
for a spaee, and then, like stars in the night, the 
new hirths of the spirit, the wonderfol oateoming 
from sorrow : tlie mild light of patience at first ; 
hope and faith kindled afresh in the Tcry jaws of 
eril ; the new meaning and worth of life beyond 
sorrow, beyond joj ; and finally doty, the holiest 
word of alL tliat leads at last to victory and 
peace. Tlie poem rounds and completes itself 
with the close of ^ the long, rich dny," and the 
release of 

** TIm IB jttic wingvil And flickerinfr butterfly, 
A hmuui Mol, thftt drifU at liberty, 
Ab I wbo call tell to wbnt iitmiifro pftmdiiie, 
To wbat sMlrcMiiod-of floldfl and lofty iikicti ** 

Wo hare dwelt at some length npon this poem, 
which seems to ns, in a coriain sense, subjectire 
and biographical \ but upon closer analysis tliere 
is still anotlicr conclusion to arrive at In 
** Epoclis *' we hare, doubtless, the impress of a 
calamity brooglit very near to tlie writer, and 
profoundly working upon her sensibilities; not 
howeror by direct, but by refiez actiooy as it 
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woro, and tlirough sympaUiotio omotion, ^ the 
emotion of tho dceply-siirrcd spectator, of the 
artist, the poet who lives in the lives of oth- 
ers, and makes their joys and their sorrows his 
own. 

Before dismissing this Tolume we may point 
ont anotlier clue as to the shaping of mind and 
character. Tlio poem of ''Admetus" is dedi- 
cated ** to my friend Ralph Waldo Emerson.** 
Emma Lazarus was between seyenteen and 
oif^liteen yeiirs of ago when the writings of 
Emerson fell into her hands, and it would be 
difllcult to overestimate the impression produced 
ufion her. As she afterwards wrote : ** To how 
many tliousand youtliful hearts has not his word 
been the beacon —nay, more, tho guiding star ^ 
that led Uiem safely through porio<ls of mental 
storm and struggle I " Of no one is this moro 
tnie than of herself. Left, to a certain extent, 
without compass or guide, without any positive 
or effective religious training, tliis was Uie first 
great moral revelation of her life. We can 
easily realize Uie chaos and ferment of an over- 
stimulated brain, steeped in romantic literature, 
and given over to tlie wayward leadings of the 
imagination. Who can tell wlmt is true, what is 
false, in a world where fantasy is as real as fact ? 
Emerson's word fell like truth itself, **a shaft 
of light shot from the zenith," a golden rule of 
thought and ootion. His books were bread and 
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wine to her, end ihe absorbed them into her Tery 
being. She fdt hertclf inyinciblj drawn to tlio 
matter, ** that f oont of wiMlom and goodnom," 
ami it was her great privflcgo during those jrcam 
to be bronght into personal relations with him. 
Firom the first he sliowed her a markod interest 
and sjrmpathjy wliich beeame for her one of tlie 
most Talaed possesions of her life. lie criticised 
her work witli the fine appreciation and discrimi- 
nation that made him quick to discern the quality 
of her talent as well as of her personality, and lie 
was no doubt attracted by her almost transparent 
sincerity and singleness of soul, as well as by tlie 
simplici^ and modesty tlmt would have been un« 
usual eren in a |)crson not gifted. He consti- 
tuted himself, in a way, her literary mentor, ad- 
rised lier as to the books she should read and tlio 
attitude of mind she should cultivate. For some 
years he corresponded with her very faithfully ; 
his letters are full of noble and cluiractoriBtic 
utterances, and give evidence of a warm regard 
that in itself was a stimulus and a high incentive. 
But encouragement even from so illustrious a 
source failed to elate tlie young poetess, or even 
to give her a due sense of the importance and 
Talue of her work, or the dignity of her vocation. 
We haTo already alluded to her modesty, but 
there was something more tluin modesty in her 
unwillingness to assert herself or claim any pre- 
iogatifey<^ something even morbid and exagger- 
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atody wliich wo know not how to define, whether 
08 ovciMionsitivenc88 or iiidilToronco. Once fln- 
iahoil, the heat and glow of composition sjionti 
her writings apparently ceased to interest her. 
She often resented any allusion to them on tho 
jNirt of intimate friends, and the puhlic verdict as 
to tlieir excellence could not reassure or satisfy 
lier. The explanation is not far, ]>crlia])s, to 
seek. Was it not the *' Ewig-Wcibliche " tliat 
allows no prestige but its own ? Kmnia Lazarus 
was a trtio woman, too distinctly feminine to wish 
to bo excciitional, or to stand alono and ajiarti 
oven by virtue of superiority. 

A word now as to her life and surroundings. 
Sho was one of a family of seven, and her 
parents were both living. Her winters were 
passed in New York, and her summers by the 
sea. In both jilaccs licr life was essentially 
' quiet and retired. The success of her book hod 
been mainly in the world of letters. In no wise 
tricked out to catch the public eye, her writings 
hod not yet made her a conspicuous figure, but 
were destined slowly to take tlieir proper place 
and give her tlie rank that she afterwards held. 

For some years now almost everytliing that 
she wroto was published in ** Lippincott*s Maga- 
Eine," then edited by John Foster Kirk, and wo 
shall still fmd in her poems the metliod and^ 
movement of her life. Nature is still the fount 
and mirrori reflecting, and again reflectedy in the 
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tooL We hftTe picture after pietorei abnoct to 
nliefyy until we grow eoMcioos of a lack of sal^ 
■tance and bodj and of Tital plajr to the thought, 
ai though the brain were epemling itsdf in dream- 
ing! and reverie, the heart feeding upon itaelfi 
and the life choked by iti own f ullncM without 
die ootlet Happily, howerer, the heavy dead 
eC eadncM liai lifted, and we fed the enbeidenee 
of wavee after a stonn. She sings "^Matinos**— 

** Dbm Mt the MMni IwMik thaip 

Sinf I, Dffiglil, victorieMy 
With Btw iklM dewed for m 
Over the mmI •torBi4ait f 
Her aiflit wee long mtA deep, 
8Cnuige T iei oBB vexed her ileep, 
Stnuif^ e ott e e i bede ber weep, 
Her faitli la dawn wm loet 

" No knit, no reel for her, 

Tbe inniortal wnndorcr 

Frooi ephere to hi|;her iphere 
' Towerd the pvre sonree of day. 

The new light ■hemee her feen, 

Her f attUeemeei mod teen, 

Ae the new eon appenri 

To light her god-like way." 

Katnre is the perpetnal resoaree and eonsoktion. 
^'Tis good to be alive I'* she says, and why? 



*'Toeeetheli|:ht 
That pUys npoa the fraai, to feel (and dgk 
With ptffeot plesMue) the nikl bretMS idr 
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Among the garden rotet, red and white, 
With whiffi of fragraney.*' 

She giyes us tlie breath of the pines and of the 
cool, salt seas, " illimitably sparkling." Her dart 
drink tlie ripple of tlie tide, and she stops 

" To gine 08 one who it not mtiiiiiod 
Witli fifoxing At the large, bright, breathing sea." 

<* PhantAJiics " (after Robert Schumann) is the 
most complete and i>crfcct poem of this period. 
Like '* Epochs," it is a cycle of poems, and the 
verse has caught the rery trick of music, — allur* 
ing, bafHing and evasive. This time we have 
the landscape of the night, the glamour of moon 
and stars, — pictures half real and half unreal, 
mystic imaginings, fancies, dreams, and the en- 
cliantmcnt of *' faiSrio," and throughout the un* 
answered cry, tlie eternal *' Wherefore " of des- 
tiny. Dawn ends the song with a fine clear note, 
the return of day, night's misty phantoms rolled 
away, and tlie world itself, again green, spark- 
ling and breathing freshness. 

In 1874 she published *' Alide," a romance in 
prose drawn from 6oethe*s autobiography. It 
may be of interest to quote the letter she received 
from Tourgdneff on tliis occasion : — 

" Although, genorallj tpoaking, I do not think it ad- 
viMihle to take oelehratod men, eepeoioUj poeta and . 
artbts, as a inbjoot for a novel, itill I am tml j glad to 
say that I baTo road yonr book with the livelieet intereat. 
ItisvnysbosrsandverjposUoalattlissanietlmsi the 
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life and ■pirit of Oemuoij Iuito no leeroU for yoo, Mid 
yoor elianictcni are drawn with a pencil ae delicate as it 
b etronf^. I feel Tery prond of the approbation yon gire 
to my works, and of the inflnenoe yon kindly attribnte to 
them on yonr own talent ; an anthor who writes as yon 
do is not a pnpil in art any more ; he is not far from 
bcia^ himself a master.*' 

Channing and graceful words, of which the 
jToong writer was jnstlj proud. 

About tliis time occurred the death of her 
moUier, the first break in the home and familj 
circle* In August of 1876 she made a risit to 
Coneonl, at tlie Emersons', memorable enough 
for her to keep a journal and note down every 
incident and detaiL Very touching to read now, 
in its almost childlike simplicity, is Uiis record of 
"persons that pass and shadows that remain." 
Mr. Emerson himself moots her at the station, 
and drires with her in his little onc-liorse wngon 
to liis home, the gray square house, with dark 
green blinds, set amidst noble trees. A glimpse 
of the family, — <* the stately, white-haired Mrs. 
Emerson, and the beautiful, faitliful Ellen, whoso 
figure seems always to stand by the side of her 
august fatlier.*' Tlien Uie picture of Concord 
itself, lorely and smiling, with its quiet meadows, 
qniet slopes, and quietest of rivers. She meets 
the little sot of Concord peo])1e: Mr. Alcott, 
for wliom she does not share Mr. Emerson's en- 
thusiasm ; and William Ellery Channing, whose 
figure ataods out like a gnarled and twitted 
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scrub-oak,— a pathetic, impossible creature, whose 
cranks and oddities were submitted to on account 
of an innate nobility of character. ** Generally 
crabbed and reticent with strangers, he took a 
liking to me," says Emma Lazarus. '\Tlie bond 
of our sympathy was my admiration for Thoreau, 
whose memory ho actually worships, having been 
his constant companion in his best days, and his 
daily attendant in tlio last years of illness and 
heroic sufTcring. I do not know whether I was 
most touched by the tliought of the unique, lofty 
character that had insjiirod this depth and fervor 
of friendship, or by the pathetic constancy and 
pure affection of the poor, desolate old man be- 
fore me, who tried to conceal his tenderness and 
sense of irremediable loss by a show of gruffness 
and philosophy. He never sjieaks of Tlioreau's 
death,*' she says, ^ but always ' Thoreau*8 loss,* 
or 'when I lost Mr. Tliorcau,' or 'when Mr* 
Thoreau went away from Concord ; * nor would 
ho confess tliat he missed him, for there was not 
a day, an hour, a moment, when ho did not feel 
that his friend was still witli him and Imd never 
left him. And yet a day or two after," she goes 
on to say, '' wlien I sat witli liim in the sunlit 
wood, looking at the gorgeous blue and silver 
summer sky, ho turned to mo and said : ' Just 
half of tho world died for me when I lost Mr. 
Thoreau. None of it looks the same as when I 
looked at it with him/ • • • Ho took me through 
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tlie woods mod pointed oat tome ereiy spot Tisiied 
Aiid described bj his friend* Whe^ the hot 
flood is a little pile of stones, and a sign, 'Site of 
Thoreao's Hat,* and a few steps beyond is the 
pood with thiekly-wooded shores,— ereiTthing 
ezqoisttdj peacefnl and beautifol in the after- 
Booo light, and not a sound to be heard except 
the crickets or the *a-ing* of the locusts which 
Tboreaa has described. Farther on he pointed 
oat to me, in the distant landscape, a low roof, 
the oolj ooe risiUe, which was the roof of 
Thoreao's birthplace. He had beeo orer there 
maof times, he said, sioce he lost Mr. Thoreao, 
bat had oerer gone in, — he was afraid it might 
look lood jT I Bat he had often sat on a rock in 
front of the hoase and looked at it." On parting 
from his joung friend, Mr. Channing gave her a 
package, which prored to be a copy of his own 
book on Thoreao, and the pocket compass wliich 
Thoreaa carried to the Maine woods and on all 
his excarsions. Before leaving the Emcrsons 
she received the proof-sliccts of her drama of 
** The Spagnoletto," which was being printed for 
private drealation. She showed them to Mr. 
Emerson, who had expressed a wish to see them, 
and, after reading them, he gave them bock to 
her with the comment that they were ** good." 
She playfally asked him if he would not give her 
a bigger word to take home to the family. He 
lai^gbed, and said he did not know of any i bat 
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he went on to tell her tliot he hod taken it up, 
not expecting to read it through, and had not 
been able to pat it down. Erery word and line 
told of richness in the poetry, he said, and as far 
as he could judge the play had great dramatic 
opportunities. Early in the autumn ** The Spa« 
gnolctto " appeared, »- a tragedy in five acts, the 
scene laid in Italy, 1655. 

Without a doubt, erery one in Uiese days will 
take up with misgiving, and like Mr. Emerson 
*'not expecting to read it through," a five-act 
tragedy of the seventeenth century, so far re- 
moved apparently from tlie age and present actu- 
alities, — so opposed to the "Modernitc," which 
has come to be the last word of art Moreover, 
great names at once appear ; great shades arise 
to rebuke the presumptuous new-comer in this 
highest realm of expression. ** The Spagnoletto '* 
has grave defects that would probably preclude 
its ever being represented on the stage. The 
dino&ment especially is unfortunate, and sins 
against our moral and lesthetio instinct The 
wretched, tiger-like father stabs himself in the 
presence of his crushed and erring daughter, so 
that she may forever be haunted by the horror 
and the retribution of his death. We are left 
suspended, as it were, over an abyss, our moral 
judgment thwarted, our humanity outraged. But 
" The Spagnoletto " is, nevertheless, a remark- 
able productioni and pitched in another key from 
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Ml jtliing the writer has yet giren ns. Heretofore 
wo liavo only luul qoiet, reflectire, passiro emo- 
tion : now wo hare a storm and sweep of passion 
for which wo were qnite unprepared. Ribera's 
character is charged like a thnnder-cloiid with 
dramatic elements. Maria Rosa is the child of 
her fatlier, fired at a flash, *' deaf, dombi and 
blind ^ at the touch of passion. 

" Docs lore steal gvatly o*sr oar sovl f " 

she asks; 

" What if hs eome, 
A clovd, a firs, a wbtriwiad f " 

and then the crj : 

^'OnyOodl 
This awful joy in mino own heart is lore.*' 

Again : 

" While jon are here the one thin^ real to me 
In all tlie nniTorse is lore.** 

Exquisitely tender and refined are the love 
scenes — at tlie boll and in tho garden — between 
the dashing prince-lorcr in search of bis pleasure 
and tlie devoted girl with her heart in her eyes, 
on her ]i|)s, in her hand. Behind them, always 
like a tragic fate, tlie sombre figure of the Spo- 
gnnlctto, and over all tlie glow and color and 
soul of Italy. 

In 1881 appearofl the translation of Heine's 
poems and bcdlads, which was generally accepted 
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08 ike best version of that untranslatable poot 
Very curious is tho link between tliat bitter, 
niockinfi^, cynio spirit and the reftiieil, gentio 
8])irit of Kuiina Lazarus. Charmed by the uiagio 
of his verse, the iridescent play of his fancy, and 
the sudden cry of tho heart piercing through it 
all, she is as yet unaware or only vaguely con- 
scious of tlie real bond between them : the sym- 
pathy in the blood, the deep, tragic. Judaic passion 
of cightecu hundred years that was smouldering 
in her own heart, soon to break out and change 
tlic whole current of her thought and feeling. 

Already, in 1870, the storm was gathering. 
In a distant province of Russia at first, then on 
Uie banks of the Volga, and finally in Moscow 
itself, the old cry was raised, tho hideous me- 
diosval chargo revived, and tho standard of ])or- 
secution unfurled against tlie Jews. Province 
after province took it up. In Bulgaria, Servia, 
and, abovo all, lloumania, where, we were told, 
the sword of the Cauir had been drawn to protect 
tho oppressed. Christian atrocities took the place 
of Moslem atrocities, and history turned a page 
backward into Uie dark annals of violcnco and 
crime. And not alone in de8|M>tic Russia, but 
in Germany, tho scat of moilorn philosophic 
tlionght and culture, tho rage of Anti-Semitism 
broke out and sproail with fatal ease and i)o- 
toney. In Berlin itself tunmlts and riots were 
tliTootenod. We in Amoriea could scarcely com- 
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prehond tlio tittuition or erodit tlio reports, and 
for a vrhilo wo shot our oyet and oars to ilio 
facts ; but wo were soon rudely awakcnml from 
our insensibilitjy and forced to face Uio truth. 
It was in England that tlio roice was first raised 
in behalf of justice and humanity. In January, 
I88I9 there appeared in the ** London Times '' a 
series of articles, carefully compiled on the tes- 
timony of eye-witnesses, and confirmed by official 
documents, records, etc., giring an account of 
erents that hod been taking place in southern 
and western Russia during a period of nine 
months, between April and December of 1880. 
Wo do not need to recall the sickening details. The 
headings will suffice : outrage, murder, arson, and 
pillage, and tlie result, — - 100,000 Jewish fami- 
lies made homeless and destitute, and nearly 
$100,000,000 worth of property destroyed. Nor 
need we recall the generous outburst of sympathy 
and indignation from America. '* It is not that 
it is the oppression of Jews by Russia," said 
BIr. Evarts in tlio meeting at Chickering Hall 
Wednesday evening, February 4 ; ''it is that it is 
the oppression of men and women by men and 
women, and we are men and women.*' So spoke 
cirilized Christendom, and for Judaism, — who 
can describe that thrill of broUierhood, quickened 
anew, tlie immortal pledge of the race, made one 
again through sorrow ? For Emma Lazarus it 
was a trumpet coll that awoke slumbering and un- 
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guessed echoes. All this time she had been seek* 
ing heroic ideals in alien stock, soulless and far 
removed ; in pagan mytliology and mystie, ino* 
diiDval Christianity, ignoring her very birtliright, 
— the majestic vista of the past, down which, 
** high above flood and fire,*' had been conveyed 
the precious scroll of the Moral Law. Hitherto 
Judaism had been a dead letter to her. Of 
Portuguese descent, her family liad always been 
members of the oldest and most orthodox con- 
gregation of New York, where strict adherence 
to custom and ceremonial was the watchword of 
faith ; but it was only during her childhood and 
earliest years that she attended the synagogue, 
and conformed to tlie prescribed rites and usages 
which she had now long since abandoned at 
obsolete and having no bearing on modem life. 
Nor had she any gpreat enthusiasm for her own 
people. As late as April, 1882, she published 
in *< The Century Magazine '' an article written 
probably some months before, entitled '' Was the 
Earl of Beaconsficld a Representative Jew ? " in 
which she is disposed to accept as the type of the 
modem Jew the brilliant, successful, but not 
over-scrupulous chevalier cTinduetrie* In view 
of subsequent, or rather contemporaneous eventSf 
the closing paragraph of the article in question is 
wortliy of being cited : — 

" That far their religion [the Jewish], whose mere pret* 
enratloa wider saeh adTeiee eenditioas seems little shoft 
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of A vdnelo, liM boem deprired of Uio Bfttiiral meam of 
drrelopment and progrew, and Iwi fomained a ttatioiiary 
fovea. TKo aext himdiod yean will, in our opinion, bo 
iho teat of their Titality aa a pooplo ; the phaio of tolem- 
lion npoa wkidi tlioy ato only now ontorii^ will prort 
wWtlwr or aoi tlMy ato oapaUo of c^wtli." 

By a eorioiis, almott fateful jaxtapoaiUony in 
Uio Muno number of the inagaxino apponrod 
Madame Ragoxin's defense of Russian barbarity, 
and in the following (May) number Emma 
Laxams'i impassioned appeal and reply, '* Rus- 
sian Christianity rerttf J Modem Judaism." From 
this tame dated the erusade that she undertook 
in behalf of her race, and Uie consequent ex- 
pansion of all her faculties, the growtli of spir- 
itual power which always ensues when a great 
cause is espoused and a strong conviction enters 
the souL Her verse rang out as it luid never 
rung before, — a clarion note, calling a people to 
heroic action and unity, to the consciousness and 
fulfillment of a grand destiny. When lias Judaism 
been so stirred as by "The Crowing of the Red 
Cock "and 

TIIE BANNER OF THE JEW. 

Wake, Lmel, wake I Recall to-day 

The gloriom Haoeabean rago. 

The aire heroie, hoary-gray, 

Ww fire-fold lion-lineage ; 

The Wiie, the Elect, the Ilelp-of-Ood, 

The Bnitt-of-dprinf , the ATongii^ Rod. 
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Frmn Mixpoh*t monnUiii riJ{*e thej 
Jorusolom^t oiiipty ttrceU ; hor thrino 
Laid wnste wlioro Grooki profaned the Iaw 
With idol and with papin ti^. 
Mourners in tattered block wore thei* 
With ashes sprinkled on their hair. 

Then from the stony poak tliero tko^ 
A blnnt to oi>e the uprarcs ; down ponifd 
Tlie Moccabenn elan, who sang 
Tlieir battle anthem to the Lord. 
Five heroes load, and followin|;, Mt 
Ten thousand rush to Yietory I 

Oh for Jerusalem's trumpet now, 
To blow a blast of shattorinnf power, 
To wake tlie sleepers high and low, 
And rouse them to the urgent hour I 
No hand for vengeance, but to saTt, 
A million naked swords slioold waT*. 

Oh, deem not dead that martial fire, v 

Say not the mystic flame is spent I 

Witli Moses* law and David*s lyre. 

Your ancient strength remahis nnbeati 

Let but an Exra rise anew, 

To lift the Banner ^ftUJewt ^ 

A rag, a mock at first, ^ erelong, 
AVlicn men hare bled and women wept. 
To guard its precious folds from wrong, 
Eren they who shrunk, OYen thej who lUpti 
Shall leap to bless it and tosaTt* 
Strike I for the brare revere the brave I 

The dead forms burst their bonds and li 
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agMii. She tingt **Roth Hashanah^ (the Jeir> 

bh New Year) and ««Haniikah'' (the Feait of 
Lights):— \ 

** KinHU Um UfNir like thA irtoiidriifit itar 
Akkio on Kroiiiii|r*t ionhmH o*er Uio •arthf 
And mAA moH niglit a iMtro till afar 
An eiKhi-foM aplendor Rhino ahoTt Uij heartlk 
Clnah, Imol, th« eTmhnli, touch ilio Ijro, 
Blow tho hnm trnmpot and iho hanih-tonfnMd hon | 
Chant pMlma of Tietory till ilio hoart Uka fifa, 
Tbo Mac c ahcan ipirii loap aow4iorn." 

And •'The New Exokid:" — 

** Whail eaa ihmo ctcad honm IIto, whoto lap h chM 
By twenl J acorohinir contnrkNi of wrong t 
Is thif tho Homo of Iwaol wIkmw prido 
It an a tale tlint *• told, an ancient nong f 
Aro ilMMi lfrnol>lo rolim nil tlmi IIto 
Of pwdmUt, prioMtf and pro|ilioi ? Can tho hroath 
Of wcry hcnrcn hid I hew bones roviro, 
Open the f?raires, and clotlio Uio ribs of death f 
Yea, Prophesy, tho Lord hath snid nfrnln : 
Sny to the wind, Come fortli and breathe afrosh« 
Even that they may lire, npon these slain, 
And bono to bono shall Irap, and flesh to flesh. 
The spirit is not dead, proclaim the wont 
Wlicro Isy dond bones a host of arnHnl men stand I 
I npe jronr flrravos, my people, soith the IxHil, 
And I ftlioll ploco you Uving in your land.*' 

Ilcr whole being renewed and refreshed itself 
at ita vcrj source. She threw herself into the 
stud/ of her racoi ita kuiguage» literaturOf and 
historjr* 
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Breaking the oatward crust, she pierced to the 
heart of tho faith and '* the miraclo *' of its scuv 
vival. What was it oUicr tlion the ever-present, 
over-rivifying spirit itself, which cannot die, — 
the religious and ethical seal which ilros the 
whole history of tlie people, and of which she 
herself felt the living glow witliin her own soul ? 
She had come upon tho secret and tlie genius 
of Judaism, — - tliat absolute intcrpcnotration and 
transfusion of spirit witli body and substance 
which, taken literally, often roduecs itself to a 
question of food and drink, a dietary regulation, 
and again, in proper splendor, incarnates itself 
and shines out before humanity in the prophetSy 
teachers, and saviors of mankind. 

Tliose were busy, fruitful years for Emma 
I^Azarus, who worked, not witli the pen alone, 
but in die field of practical and beneficent ae* 
tivity. For tliere was an immense task to ao* 
compliflh. Tlie tide of immigration had set in, 
and ship after ship came laden with hunted ha* 
man beings flying from their fellow-men, while 
all the time, like a tocsin, rang the terrible story 
of cruelty and jiersecution, — horrors tliat the pen 
refuses to dwell upon. By hundreds and thou- 
sands they flocked upon our shores, — lielpless. In- 
nocent victims of injustice and oppression, panic* 
stricken in the midst of strange and utterly new 
surroundings. 

Emma Laiams came into personal contact 
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with these people, and Tisitod them in their 
refuge on W»rd*s Island. While under the in- 
fluence of all the emotions aroused by this great 
crisb in the history of her race, she wrote the 
** Dance to Death,'* a drama of persecution of 
the twelfth century, founded upon anthentio ree* 
ordsi— unquestionably her finest work in grasp 
and scope, and, abore all, in moral eleration and 
purport The scene is laid in Nordhausen, a 
free city of Thuringia, where the Jews, living, 
as they deemed, in absolute security and peace, 
were caught up in the ware of persecution that 
•wept orer Europe at that time. Accused of 
poisoning the wells and causing the pestilence, 
or black death, as it was called, they wore con« 
demned to be burned. 

We do not here intend to enter upon a critical 
or literary analysis of the play, or to point out 
dramatic merits or defects, but we should like to 
make its readers feel with us the holy ardor and 
impulse of the writer and the spiritual import of 
the work. The action is without surprise, the 
doom fixed from the first; but so glowing b 
the canras with local and historic color, so ritol 
and intense the morement, so resistless the '* in- 
ternal eridence," if we may call it thus, pene- 
trating its rery substance and form, that we are 
swept along as by a ware of human sympathy 
and grief. In contrast with ** The Spagnolotto,** 
how large is the theme and how aU-embraeing 
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H the catastrophe 1 In place of tho personal we 

J have the drama of the unirersal. Love is onl/ 

^ a flash now, — a dream caught sight of and at 

1 once renounced at a higher chum* 

; " Hare yon no smile to woleomo lore withi lishhaH f 

\ Why ihonld yon tremblo ? 

Prinooi I am afraid I 

Afraid of my own heart, my unfathomed Joj, 

A blasphemy against my father's grief. 

My people's agony I 

** What good sliall come, forswearing kith and God, 
To follow the allurements of the heart f " 

asks the dbtracted maiden, torn hetween her 
love for her princely wooor and hor devotion to 
the people among whom her lot has been east. 

"OGodI 
How shall I pray for strength to lovji him Itss 
Hum mine own sonl I • 

No more of that, 
I am all l8rael*s now. Till this cloud pass, 
I hare no thought, no passion, no desire, 
Saye for my people.** 

Individuals perish, but great ideas survive, — 
fortitude and courage, and that exalted loyalty 
and devotion to principle which alone ore worth 
living and dying for. 

The Jews pass by in procession — men, women, 
and children — on their way to the flames, to the 
sound of musicy and in festal array, carrying the 
gold and silver vesselsy the roll of the law, the 
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perpetual lamp and the teven-branelied silver 
eandle-etick of the ^jmagogne. The crowd hooi 
and jeer at them. 



''TiMHJnitI Umj will lake thtir geBM tad fold 
DvwBlotlMfiaTtl'* 

**Letwfejoiee" 
iiiig the Jewish yooths in chorus ; and the maid- 



^'Onr fcH dMOl ttud vithin thy gatat, O Zioal 
WitliiB thy portala, O Jarwaleml " 

The flames rine and dart among them ; their gar- 
ments warcy their jowds flash, as they dance and 
sbg in the crimson blase. The music ceases, a 
eoond of crashing boards is heard and a great 
cfj, — ** Hallelujah I *' "What a gloiy and conse- 
cration of martyrdom ! Where shall we find a 
more triomphant vindication and supreme vie* 
lory of spirit over matter ? 

How Imert erer-crcaccnt ^wj mmkea 

TbcM flamct tlial would eclipte it dark aa Uota 

Of candle-light agatnit the blaziiig aun. 

Wa die a thovaand deatha, —drown, blaad, sad baiBi 

Oar aihea ara dbperaad nnto tha winda. 

Yet the wild winda eheriah tha aaerad aaad, 

Tha waten fuard it in thoir erTstal haart| 

Tha fira raf aaath to conaama* 



Eraa aa wa dia in honor, from onr daatk 
fihall bleoa a aqrriad harols livas, 
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Drmre Uuroaffh onr bris^ht example, Tirtnoas 
Lett our great memory fall in disrepute.*' 

Tlio '' Danco to Death " was published, along 
with otlier poems and translations from the He- 
brew poets of medisDval Spain, in a small volumo 
entitled ** Songs of a Semite.*' Tlie tragedy was 
dedicated, '* In profound venemtion and respect 
to the memory of George Eliot, the illustrious 
writer who did most among tlio artists of our day 
towards elevating and ennobling the spirit of 
Jewish nationality.*' 

For this was the idea that had caught the 
imagination of Emma Lazarus, — a restored and 
independent nationality and repatriation in Pal- 
estine. In her article in '' The Century ** of Feb* 
rnary, 1883, on the " Jewish Problem/* she 
says : — 

" I am f nllj pertnadcd that all inggeited solntiom other 
than this are but temporary palliatiTes. . • . The idem 
formulated by Goorgo Eliot has already snnk into the 
minds of many Jewish enthusiosts, and it germinates 
with miracnlous rapidity. 'Tlie idea that I am pos- 
sessed with/ sa}-s Doronda, ' is that of restoring a polit- 
ical existence to my people ; making them a nation again, 
giving tlicm a national centre, snch as the English have, 
thongh they, too, are scattered orer the face of the globs. 
Tliat is a task which presents itself to me as a dnty. . • • 
I am rosolrod to devote my life to it. At Oim Uatt^ I 
mttjf awaken a movtment in other mindt tticA a§ hat been 
awakened in mj/ own,* Could Uio noble prophetcM who 
wrote the above words have lived but till to-day to set 
the evef4B0ftssiQg asoss ri ty of adoptiog bcr lasplrsd 
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emiMcl, • • • die would hmy% been henolf utonislMd al 
Um flamo enkindlod by hor Mtd of firo, and tho pnctl> 
cal iluipo which Uio moTomeiit projociod by bor in pooiio 
ThMoa ii bogiiuuoi; to aanuiio.*' 

In November of 1882 appeared her first 
^ Epistle to the Hebrews," — one of a series of 
articles written for tlio ^American Hebrew/' 
published weekljr through sereral months. Ad* 
dressing herself now to a Jewish andiencOy she 
sets forth without reserre her riews and hopes 
for Judaism, now passbnateljr urging its claims 
and its high ideals, and again dispassionately 
holding up the mirror for the shortcomings and 
peculiarities of her race. She says : — 

" Every stsdMit of the Ilobrew Imngnag^ if aware that 
we have in tho eonjng^tion of oar Torbii a mode known 
as the intennve roioe, which, by monna of an almost im- 
perceptible modification of YowoUpoinU, intcnaifiot the 
■leaninif of the primitire root A timilar lipnificanee 
aeems to attach to the Jews thcmMlros in connection 
with the people amon^ whom tliey dwell. They aro the 
inientive/orm of any nationality whone lanf^ago and ens* 
tone they adopt. . . . Influenced by tho same eauaoei 
they reprosottt the lamo roevlte; but the deeper liphta 
and •hadowt of their Oriental temperament throw their 
failin^e, as well as their Tlrtnet, into more prominent re- 
lief.*' 

In drawing tlie epistles to a close, February 
24, 1883, she tlius summarites the special objects 
slie has liad in view : ^ 

*'lf y ehlef aba has been to eoatribnte my mite towards 
thai ^ifU of Jfwisb tathMiam whftsh migtki 
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manifott itiiolf : Fintf in ft roiarn to the Tftried pomiti 
and brcNMl Byiitem of pliynicAl and intoHoottiol oducAtion 
adopted by our ancottors; Second^ in a more frntornal 
and prooticiil inoToniont toward* alloriatinfr tlio tufror- 
ingn of opprciwod Juws in conntrioa Iom fnTorod tlian our 
own ; Thirds in a closer and widor study of Ilobrew lit- 
erattiro and liiAtory; and finally, in a tmor roeognitioo 
of tho lar^ prinoiplos of roli^on, liberty, and law upon 
which Judaism is founded, and which should draw into 
harmonious unity Jews of ercry slmdo of opinion." 

Her interest in Jewish aftairs was at its height 

when she planned a visit abroad, which had been 

a long-cherished dream, and May 15, 1883, slie 

sailed for England, accompanied by a younger 

sister. Wo liaro difllculty in recognizing tho 

tragic priestess we have been portraying in the 

enthasiastio child of travel who seems new-born 

into a now world. From tho very oatset she is 

in a maze of wonder and delight At sea she 

writes : — 

" Our lost day on boanl ship was a vision of beauty 
from morning till nip^ht, — the sea like a mirror and the 
sky danling with lif^ht In tlie afternoon wo poasod a 
ship in full sail, near enough to exoluingo salutes and 
eheors. After tossing about for six days witliout seeing 
a human being, except those on our vessel, even tliii was 
a sensation. Then an hour or two before sunset eame 
tho groat sensation of — land ! At first, nothing but a 
shadow on Uie far horixon, like the ((host of a ship ; two 
or throe widely seattoretl rooks which were the promonto* 
ries of Ireland, and sooner tluin wo oxpoeted we were 
steaming along low4ying purple hills. 

The jpomey to Chester givoi her ''the first 
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of mdlow England/' — a iurpriso which 
is yet no tarpritOy to well known and familiar 
doet H a[^)ear. Then Chester, witli its quaint, 
pieUiresqtie streets, ^ like the scene of a Walter 
SeotI novel, the catltedral planted in greenness, 
and the dear, gray rtrer whore a boatf al of scar- 
let dragoons goes gliding by.'* Ererytliing is a 
picture for her special benefit She *' drinks in, 
at OTOfy sensoy tlio siglits, sounds, and smells, 
and the nnimaginable beauty of it alL" Then 
the bewilderment of London, and a whirl of peo* 
I^e, siglits, and impressions. She was received 
with groat distinction by the Jews, and many of 
the leading men among them warmly advocated 
her views. But it was not alone from hor own 
people that slie met with exccptionnl considera- 
tion. She had the privilege of seeing many of 
the most eminent personages of the day, all of 
whom honorcil her with special and personal re- 
gard. Tliere was, no doubt, something that 
strongly attracted and attaclied people to hor at 
this time, — the force of her intellect at once 
mode itself felt, while at tlie same time the un« 
altered simplicity and modesty of her character, 
and her readiness and freshness of enthusiasm, 
ke)it her still almost like a child. 

Slie makes a flying visit to Paris, where she 
happens to bo on the 14Ui of July, the anni- 
versary of the storming of the Basttle, and of the 
beginniag of the repobliei she drives out to 
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;| VcrsailloSy '* tliat gorgeous shoU of royalty, where 

4 the crowd who celebrate tho birtli of Uie repub- 

lic wander freely tlirough tho lialla and avenuety 
^ and into tlio most sacred rooms of tlio king. • • • 
Tliere are ruins on every side in Paris/' she says % 
''ruins of tlie Communoy or tlie Siege, or Uie 
Revolution; it is terrible — it seems as if the 
^ city were soared with fire and blood." 
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Such was Paris to her then, and she hastens 
back to her beloved London, starting from there 
on the tour tlirough England tliat has been 
mapped out for her. "A Day in Surrey witli 
William Morris," published in "The Century 
Magazine," describes her visit to Motion Abboy^ 
die old Norman monastery, convortetl into a 
model factory by the |X)et- humanitarian, who 
liimsolf received her as his guest, conducted her 
all over the picturesque building and garden, and 
explained to her his views of art and liis aims for 
the people. 

She drives through Kent, '' where the fields, 
valleys, and slopes are garlanded widi ]io|m and 
ablaxe with scarlet poppies." Tlien Canterbury, 
Windsor, and Oxford, Stratford, Warwick, the 
valley of the Wye, Wells, Exeter, and Salisbury, 
— cathedral after cathedral. Back to London, 
and then north through York, Durham, and 
Edinburgh, and on the 16tli of September she 
saib for liome. We liave merely named the 
names, for it is impossible to eonvey an idea of 
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Iho deliglil and importaiiee of this trip, ^ a cret- 
cendo of enjoyment,^ as she Herself calls it 
Loog after, in straagey dark hours of sulTering, 
these pietiires of travel arose before her, vivid 
and tragic even in their hold and spell upon her. 
The winter of 1883-84 was not especially pro- 
doetive. She wrote a few reminiscences of lier 
joomegr and occasional poems on Jewish tlicmcs, 
which appeared in the ** American Hebrew ; " 
but for the most part she gave herself up to 
quiet r etrospect and enjoyment with her friends 
of the lite she had had a glim|ise of, and tlie cx« 
pericnce she had stored, — a restful, happy pe- 
riod. In August of the same year she was stricken 
with a severe and dangerous malady, from which 
slio slowly recovered, only to go tlirough a ter- 
rible onleal and aflliction. Her father's hcaltli, 
which had long been failing, now broke down 
complrtely, and the whole winter was one long 
strain of acute anxiety, which culminated in bis 
death, in March, 1885. The blow was a crushing 
one for £mma. Truly, the silver cord was loosed, 
and the golden bowl was broken. Life lost its 
meaning and its charm. Her fathers symiuitliy 
and pride inkier work hod been her chief incen- 
tive and ambition, and had spurred her on when 
her own confulence and spirit failed. Never after- 
wards did she find complete and spontaneous ex- 
pression. She decided to go abroad again as the 
of regabing composure and strength, 
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and sailed once more in May for England, where 
she was welcomed now by the friends she had 
made, almost as to another home. She spent 
the summer very quietly at Riehmond, an ideally 
beautiful spot in Yorksliire, where she soon felt 
the beneficial influence of her peaceful surround- 
ings. <<Tlie Tory air seems to rest one here," 
she writes; and inspired by tho romantic love- 
liness of the place, she even composed the first 
few chapters of a novel, begun with a good deal 
of dash and vigor, but soon abandoned, for she 
was still struggling with depression and gloom. 

'* I have noitlier ability, energy, nor purpose,'* 
she writes. ''It is impossible to do anythingi 
so I am forced to set it aside for the present % 
whether to take it up again or not in the future 
remains to bo seen." 

In the autumn she goes on the ConUnent, 
visiting tho Hague, which ''completely fasci- 
nates " her, and where she feels " stronger and 
more cheerful " than she has " for many a day*'* 
Then Paris, which this time amaies her " with 
its splendor and magnificence. All the ghosts of 
tho Revolution are somehow laid,*' she writeSf 
and she spends six weeks hero enjoybig to tho 
full tlie gorgeous autumn weather, the sights, the 
picture galleries, the bookshops, the whole bril- 
liant panorama of the life \ and early in Decem- 
ber she starts for Italy. 

And now onoe more we come upon that keen 
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ntl of enjojmeiit* that pare desire and delight 
el the eyeSf which are the preregatiTO of the 
poety — and Emma Laiams was a poet Hie 
beaatjr of the woridt —what a raptare and in- 
toxication it isv and how it bursts upon her in the 
▼erj hwd of heaotfy *^ where Dante and where 
Petrarch trod I " A magic glow colors it all ; no 
mere Uaes and greens any roorcy bat a s|)lendor 
of purple and scarlet and emerald \ ^ each tower, 
eastloy and village sliining like a jewel ; the 
eliTOt the fig, and at jour feet the roses, growing 
in mid-December." A daj in Pisa seems like 
a week, so crowded b it witli sensations and un- 
forgettable pictures. Then a month in Florence, 
which b stUl more entrancing with its inexhaus- 
tible treasures of beauty and art ; and finally 
Some, the climax of it all, -^ 

" wipiBir o«t all other pUeet snd impremloiw, and opening 
a whole new world of oemaUom. I am wild with the 
•seitenentof this tremendoos place. I have been here a 
week, and have aeen the Vatican and the Capiioline Mo- 
eenoM, awl the Sktine Chapel, and St Peter*i, beaidoa 
the rains on the etreeii and on the hills, and the ip^Tes 
of Sbellej and Keata. 

" It fe an heart-hreakiiv. I don*t only mean thoae 
beantifal frsTeo o te isio n n with aeanthns and Tiolota, 
hnt the mntilated arehee and colnmns and donib appeal* 
Inf fragments looming np in the glowi^f snnriiine nnder 
the BooMui bine akj.*' 

Troe to her old attractions, it b pagan Some 
that appeab to her most strongly, — 



f 



EUMA LAZAHUB. 



86 



*' Mid the far-away past, that weina to lad and strange 
and noar. I am OTon out of humor with pietnrcs ; a bit 
of brokon stone or a f rac^iont of a baa>roliof , or a Co- 
rinthian eolnmn standing out ngainst this lapis-lazuU sky, 
or a tromondous arch, are tho only tilings I can look at 
for the momont^ •*- except the Sistine Chapel, which is as 
gigantic as the rest, and f oroes itself upon yon with equal 
might.** 

Alromlyy in Fcbmaiy, sprinjf is in tho air( 
'Uho almond -trees aro in bloom, violets cover 
tlio grass, and oh ! tho divino, tho celestial, tho 
unheard-of beauty of it all I " It is almost a 
pang to her» <* with its strango mixture of lon^ 
ing and regret and delight,*' and in tho midst of 
it she says, '* I have to exert all my strength not 
to lose myself in morbidness and depression.'* 

Early in March she leaves Rome, consoled 
with tlie thought of returning tho following 
winter. In June she was in P^ngland again, and 
spent the summer at Malvern. Disease was no 
doubt already beginning to prey upon her, for 
she was oppressed at times by a languor and 
heaviness amounting almost to lethargy. When 
she returned to London, however, in Septembery 
she felt quite well again, and started for another 
tour in Holland, which she enjoyed as much as 
before. She then settled in Paris to await tho 
time when she could leavo for Italy. But she 
was attacked at once with grave and alarming 
symptomsi that betokened a fatal end to her 
malady. Entirely ignorant, however, of tho 
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danger thmt threatened her, she kept up courage 
and hope, made daily plans for the joamey, and 
looked forward. to setting oat at any moment 
Bat the weeks passed and the months also; 
slowly and gradually tlie hope faded. The joar- 
ney to Italy mast bo given op ; she was not in 
eondition to be brought home, and she relue- 
tantly resigned herself to remain where she was 
and ** eonralesce," as she confidently believedi 
in the spring. Once again came tlio analogy, 
which sho herself pointed oat now, to Heine on 
his mattress-graTe in Paris. She, too, the last 
time she went out, dragged herself to the Louvre, 
to the feet of the Venus, " the goddess without 
arms, who could not help.*' Only her indomi- 
table will and intense desire to live seemed to 
keep her alive. Sho sunk to a very low ebb, but, 
as she herself expressed it, she '^ seemed to have 
always one little window looking out into life," 
and in the spring sho rallied Bufliciently to take 
a few drives and to sit on the balcony of her 
apartment She came back to life with a fc- 
yerish sort of thirst and avidity. " No such euro 
for pessimism," sho says, *' as a severe illness ; 
the simplest pleasures are enough, — to breathe 
the air and see Uie sun." 

Many plans were made for leaving Paris, but 
it was finally decided to risk the ocean voyage 
and bring her home, and accordingly sho sailed 
July 23d, arriving in New York on the Ust day 
of that month. 
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Sho did not rally after this ; and now began 
her long agony, full of every kind of safTcring, 
mental and physical. Only her intellect seemed 
kindled anew, and none but those who saw her 
during the last supreme ordeal can realize Uiat 
wonderful flash and fire of the spirit before its 
extinction. Never did she appear so brilliant 
Wasted to a shadow, and between acute attacks 
of pain, she talked about art, poetry, the scenes 
of travel, of which her brain was so full, and tho 
phases of her own condition, with an eloquence 
for which even tliose who knew her best were 
quite unprepared. Every faculty seemed sharp- 
ened and every sense quickened as the *^ strong 
deliveress " approached, and the ardent soul was 
released from the frame that could no longer 
contain it 

Wo cannot restrain a feeling of suddenness 
and incompleteness and a natural pang of won- 
der and regret for a life so richly and so vitally 
endowed thus cut off in its prime. But for us 
it is not fitting to question or repine, but rather 
to rejoice in the rare possession that wo hold. 
What is any life, even the most rounded and cbm« 
ploto, but a fragment and a hint ? What Emma 
Lazarus might have accomplished, had she been 
spared, it is idlo and even ungrateful to specu* 
late. What she did accomplish has real and 
peculiar significance. It is the privilege of a 
favored few that every fact and cireomstanee of 
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their indiTtdaality shall add lustre and Talne to 
what they achieve. To be bom a Jewess was a 
distinction for Emma LozamSy and she in torn 
conferred distinction upon her race. To be bom 
a woman also lends a grace and a subtle magnet- 
bm to her inflaenee. Nowhere is there eontra- 
dictaon or ineongmity. Her works bear the im- 
print of her character, and her character of her 
works; the same directness and honesty, the 
same limpid parity of tone, and the same ai> 
moephere of tilings rcflncd and beautifuL The 
▼olgar, the false, and the ignoble, — she scarcely 
comprehended them, while on every side she was 
open and ready to take in and respond to what- 
ever can adorn and enrich life. Idteratare was 
no mere *' profession " for her, which shat oat 
otlier possibilities ; it was only a free, wide hori- 
ton and background for culture. She was |>as- 
sionately devoted to music, which inspired some 
of her best poems ; and during the last years of 
her life, in hours of. intense physical suflering, 
she found relief and consolation in listening to 
tlie strains of Ikich and Beethoven. When she 
went abroad, painting was revealed to her, and 
she threw herself with the same ardor and en* 
thusiasm into the study of the great masters; 
her last work (left unfinished) was a critical 
analysb of the genius and personality of Rem* 
brandt 
Aiid now, at the end| we ask, Has the grave 
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really closed over aU these gifts? Hu that 
eager, passionate striving ceased, that hanger and 
thirst which we call life, and ''is the rest si- 
lence?" 

Who knows? But would we breaky if we 
could, that repose, that silence and mysterj and 
peace everlasting ? 




EPOCHS. 

1totpoehs«f Mr llftwt not hi tht Ttalbto facta, biillB tkt 
kj tkt v^jraidt M «• walk." — 



I. YOUTH. 

SwEBT emptj skj of Juno withoat a stains 
Faint, grajr*blae dewy mists on far-off hiUs, 

Wamiy yellow sunlight flooding mead and plain. 
That each dark copse and hollow overfills ; 
The rippling laagh of anseen, rain-fed rills, 

Weeds delicate -flowered, white and pink and 
gold, 

A marmor and a singing manifold. 

The gray, austere old earth renews her youth 
Witli dew-lines, sunshine, gossamer, and hare. 

How still she lies and dreams, and veils the truthf 
While oil is fresh as in tlio early days I 
What simple tilings be these the soul to raise 

To bounding joy, and make young pulses beat. 

With nameless pleasure finding life so sweet 

On such a golden morning forth there floats, 
Between tlie soft earth and tlie softer sky, 

In the warm air adust with glistening motes, 
The mystie winged and flickering butterfly^ 
A human soul, that hovers giddily 



J-it4 ■-. .- -V 




Epocna. 41 

Among the gordons of earth's paradise, 
Nor dreams of fairer fields or loftier skies* 

II. REGRET. 

Thin summer rain on grass and bush and hedgOf 
Reddening the road and deepening the green 
On wide, blurred lawn, and in close •tangled 
sedge; 
Veiling in gray the landscape stretched be* 

twccn 
These low broad meadows and the pale hills 
seen 
But dimly on the for horizon's edge. 

In these transparent-clouded, gentle skies, 

Wherethrough the moist beams of the soft 
June sun 

Might any moment break, no sorrow lies, 
No note of griof in swollen brooks that van^ 
No hint of woe in this subdued, calm tone 

Of all the prospect unto dreamy eyes* 

Only a tender, unnamed half-regret 
For the lost beauty of the gracious mom % 

A yearning aspiration, fainter yet. 

For brighter suns in joyous days unborn. 
Now while brief showers ruflle grass and eonii 

And all the earth lies shadowed, grave, and wet | 

Space for the happy soul to pause again 
From pore content of all unbroken bliss. 
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To dream Uie fatmre Toid of griof and pain, 
And mme upon ilio past, in roTcriot 
Moro twoci for knowledge that ilie preeont b 

Vet all completOy with mist and ebnds and rain* 

III. LONQIKO. 

Look westward o*er the steaming rain •washed 
slopes. 
Now satisfied with sonshine, and behold 

Those lostrons cloads, as glorioos as oar hopes. 
Softened with feathery fleece of downy goldi 
In all fantastic, hnddled shapes nprolled. 

Floating like dreams, and melting silently, 

In the bine upper regions of pore sky. 

The eye is filled with beauty, and the heart 
Rejoiced with sense of life and |)caco renewed i 

And yet at such an hour as tliis, uiwtart 

Vague myriad longings, restless, unsubdued, 
And causeless tears from melancholy mood. 

Strange discontent with earth's and nature's best, 

Desires and yearnings that may find no rest 

IV. rroRH. 

Serene was morning with clear, winnowed air, 
But tlircatening soon the low, blue mass of 
cloud 
Boso in the west, with mutterings faint and rare 
At first, but waxing frequent and more loud, 
sultry mkts the distant hilltops shroud i 
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The fanshine dies; athwart bkck tlciet of 

leml 
Flash noisolossly Uiin tliroocU of Uglitnwg red. 



Breathless tlio earth teems waiting some wild 
Jk Mow, 

Drcndcfl, but far too close to ward or shoii* 
I Scared birds aloft fly aimless, and below 

\ Naught stirs in fields whence light and life aiv 

gone, 
Save floating leayes, with wisps of straw and 
down, 
Upon the heavy air ; 'neath blue-black skies, 
Livid and yellow the green landscape lies. 



And all the while the dreadful thunder breaks, 

Witliin the hollow circle of tlio hills, 
Witli gathering might, Uiot angry echoes wakes, 
And earth and heaven with unused clamor 

fills. 
Overhead still flame tliose strange eleetrie 
thrills. 
A moment more, — behold I yon bolt stmek 

home, 
And over ruined fields the storm liath come t 

v. SURFRISB. 

Wlien the stunned soul can first lift tired eyee 
On her changed world of roini wastOi and 
wrack, 
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Ahy what a pang of aduog thaip niTpriM 

Brings all sweet memories of the lost past 

hade. 
With wild self-pitjing grief of one betrajred, 
Doped in a land of dreams where Tkrath is 

dead! 

fl 

Are these the hearens that she deemed were 
kind? 

Is this the world that jesterdaj was fiur ? 
What painted images of folk half-Uind 

Be these who pass her bj, as Tague as air ? 
What go thej seeking ? tliero is naught to find. 

Let them eome nigh and hearken her despair* 

A mocking lie is all she once bclicrcd, 

And where her heart throbbed, b a cold dead 
stone. 

This is a doom she never prcconeeivedi 
Yet now she cannot fancy it andone. 

Part of herself, part of the whole hard schemoi 

All else is bat the shadow of a dream* 

n. QRnsp. 

There is a hnngry longing in the sonl, 
A craring sense of emptiness and pain. 

She may not satisfy nor yet control, 

For all the teeming world looks Toid and rain* 

No compensation in eternal spheres. 

She knows the loneliness of all her years. 
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Thore is no comfort looking forth nor buck, 
The present gives the lie to all her past 

Will cmel time restore what she doth lack ? 
Why was no sliadow of tliis doom forecast? 

Ah I she hath played with many a keen-edged 
thing; 

Naught is too small and soft to turn and sting* 



J 



In the minatnral glory of tlie hoar. 
Exalted over time, and death, and fate. 

No earthly task appears beyond her poweri 
No possible endurance sccmoth great. 

She knows her misery and her majcstyi 

And recks not if she bo to live or die. 






VII. ACCEPTANCB, 

Tea, she hath looked Truth grimly face to faoOy 
And drained unto the lees the proffered cup. 

This silence is not patience, nor the grace 
Of resignation, meekly offered up. 

But more acceptance fraught with keenest paiiiy 

Seeing tliat all her struggles must be vain. 

Her future clear and terrible outlies,— 
This burden to be borne through all her daysy 

This crown of thorns pressed down above her 
eyes, 
This weight of trouble she may never raise. 

No reconcilement doth she ask nor wait ; 

Knowmg such things aroi she endures her fate. 
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No braTe mAtvnn of tbo broken will 
To ding to tneh poor ttrays as will abide 

(Allkoagh the wares be wild and angrj still) 
After the lapsing of the swollen tide* 

No fear of further loss, no hope of gain^ 

Naoght bat the apathy of weary pain* 

nn. LONRLTKins. 

An stopor of sorpriso hatli passed away i 
She seesi with dearer vision than beforOf 

A world far off of liglit and laughter gayt 
Herself alone and lonely erermore* 

Folk eome and go, and reach her in no wisOf 

Mere flitting pluuitonu to her heary eyes* 

All outward things, that once seemed part of her. 
Fall from her, like the leaves in autumn shod. 

She feeb as one embalmed in spice and myrrh, 
Witli Uie heart eaten out, a long time dead \ 

Unchanged without, the features and the form \ 

Within, deroured by tlie tliin red worm. 

By her own prowess she must stand or fall, 

This grief is to be conquered day by day. 
Who could befriend her 7 who could moke this 
small, 
Or her strength great? she meets it as she 
may. 
A weary struggle and a constant pain, 
Sho dreams not they may ever cease nor wane. 
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IX. STMPATinr* 

It comos not in such wiso as she had deemed, 

Elto might she still liavo clung to her despair. 
More tender, grateful than she eoidd hare 
dreamed, 
Fond hands passed pitying orer brows and 

hair, 
And gentle words borne softly tlirough the 
air. 
Calming her weary sensi) and wildercd mind, 
By welcome, dear comninnion with her kind* 

f 
Ah I she forswore all words as empty lies ; 
What speech could help, encourage, or re- 
pair ? 
Yet when she meets thene grave, indulgent eyee» 
Fulfilled with pity, simplest wonis are fair, 
Caressing, meaningless, that do not dare 
To compensate or mend, but merely soothe 
With hopeful visions after bitter Truth* 

One who through conquered trouble had grown 
wise. 
To read the grief unspoken, unexpressed. 

The misery of the blank and heavy eyes, — 
Or through youtli*s infinite compassion guessed 
The heavy burden, — such a one brought restf 

And bode her lay aside her doubts and fears, 

While the hard pain dissolved in blessed teon* 
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X* PATIEMCB. 

The pastioii of detpftir it qoeUed ml last ; 

The cruel tenae of ondetenrM wrongy 
The wild teH-fMtjry theie are alio past ; 

She knows not what may come, but she is 
strong; 
She feels she hath not angfat to lose nor gaiuf 
Her natienee is *1mi MMnee of all nain* 

As one who sits beside a lapsing stroanit 
She sees the flow of ehmgcless day by dayi 

Too sick and tired to thbik, too sad to dreamy 
Kor cares how soon the waters slip awayy 

Nor where they lead ; at the wise God's decree^ 

She will depart or bide indifferently. 

There is a deeper pathos in the mild 
And settled sorrow of the quiet eyes, 

Than in the tomolts of the anguish wild* 
That made her corse all things beneath the 



No question, no reproaehesy no complainty 
Hers is the holy calm of some meek saint. 

XL nOPB. 

Her languid poises thrill with sudden hope^ 
That will not bo forgot nor cast asidoy 

And life in statelier Tistas seems to opOy 
inimitably lof tyy loogy and 
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What doth she know 7 She is rabdued and mild» 
Quiet and docile ''as a weanM child." 

If grief came in such nnimagined wise. 
How may joy dawn? In what undreamed^ 
of hour, 

May the light break with splendor of sorprisey 
Disclosing all the mercy and the power ? 

A baseless hoi)o, yet vivid, keen, and brighty 

As the wild lightning in the starless night 

She knows not whence it camo, nor where ii 
passed, 

But it revealed, in one brief flash of flamOi 
A heaven so high, a world so rich and vast. 

That, full of meek contrition and mute shamey 
In patient silence hopefully withdrawn, 
She bows her head, and bides tho certain dawn. 

Xn. COMPENSATION. 

T is not alono that black and yawning v<rid 
Tliat makes her heart ache with this hungry 
pain. 

But the glad sense of life hath been destroyed. 
The lost delight may never come again* 

Yet myriad serious blessings with grave grace 

Arise on ovory side to fill their place. 

For much abides in her so lonely lifo,— > 
The dear companionship of her own kindy 
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Love wlicro least looked for, quiet after ttrito^ 

'Wliiqicrt of promiae u|h>ii ererj wind. 
And quickened insight, in awakened eyes, 
For Uie new meaning of the earth and skies. 

The nameless clmrm about all tilings hath diedf 
SuUle as aureole rouml a shadow's head. 

Cast on tlie dewj grass at morning-tide i 
Yet tlMNigh tlie glorj and tlio joy be fled, 

Tis mueh her own enduranee to have weighedy 

And wrestled with God*s angels, unafrakL 

Xlfl. PAITII. 

She feels outwcaricd, as though o*or her head 
A storm of mighty billows broke and passed. 

Whose band upheld her ? Who her footsteps led 
To Uiis green ha%'on of sweet rest at last ? 

Wlmt strength was hers, unreckonod and un« 
known? 

What love sustained when she was most alone ? 

Unutterably pathetic her desire, 

To reach, with gro|Hng arms outstretched in 
prayer, 
Sometliing to cling to, to uplift her higher 

From Uiis low world of cowant fear and care, 
Above disaster, that her will may be 
At one with God*s, acce|)Ung liis decree. 

Thougli by no reasons she be justified. 
Yet strangely brare in Evirs very face. 
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Sho deoms Uiia want must noccb bo saiisfied, 
) Though horo all dips from out her weak enn 

P bmco. 

And in blind ecstasy of perfect faith, 

With her own dream her prayer she answereth* 

XIV. WORK. 

Yet life is not a TiMion nor a prayeri 
But stubborn work; sho may not shun her 
task. 

After tlio ivtsi compassion, none will spare 
Ilcr portion and her work achieved, to ask. 

She pleads for respite, — she will come ere long 

Whoni resting by the roadside» she is strong. 

Nay, for the hurrying throng of passer8*by 
Will crush her witli tlioir onward • rolling 
stream. 

Much must bo done before tlie brief light die ; 
She may not loiter, rapt in tliis vain dream. 

With unused trembling hands, and faltering feetf 

She staggers forth, her lot assigned to meet 

But when she Alls her days with duties donOf 

Strange vigor comes, she is restoretl to healtli. 
New aims, new interests rise with each new suui 
And life still holds for her unbounded wealth. 
All that seemed hard and toilsome now proves 

small. 
And naught may daunt her, — she hath strength 
for all. 




62 EFOCBS. 

XT. VICTOItT. 

How ttnngo, in some briof intorvftl of rett, 
Ikekward to look on her far^troicking past 

To leo how nnch if conquered and rcpreseedy 
Uow noeh is gained in yictorj al hist ! 

The shadow is not lifted, — bat her faith, 

Strong from life*f miraeleay now tarns toward 
death* 

Tboagfa nioeh be dark where once rare splendor 

slione, 
Tet the new light has touched high peaks nn- 

gaesscd 
In her gold, mi8t4mthcd dawn, and one bj one 
Now oatlooks loom from many a mountain 

crest 
81ie breailics a loftier, purer atmodplicre, 
And life's entangled paths grow straight and 

cleart 

Nor will Death prove an all-unwelcome guest \ 
Tlie struggle has been toilsome to this end, 

Sleep will be sweet, and after labor rest, 
And all will be atoned with him to friend* 

Ifoch must be reconciled, much justified. 

And jret she feels she will be satisfied. 
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XTI. PRACB. 

Tlio calm outgoing of a long, rich day, 
Checkered witli Btonn and sunshine, gloom and 

light, 
Now passing in pure, cloudless skies awaj. 

Withdrawing into silence of hlank night. 

Tliick shadows settle on tlie landscape brigbtf 
Like tlio weird cloud of dcatli tliat falls apace 
On the still features of the passive face. 

Soothing and gentle as a mother's kiss, 

The touch tliat stopi)od the boatbg of tht 
heart. 

A look so blissfully serene as this, 
Not all the joy of living could impart. 
Patient to bide, yet willing to de]uirt. 

With dauntless faitli and courage therowitbali 

The Master found her ready at his call. 

On such a golden evening forth there floats, 
Between the grave cartli and the glowing sky 

In the clear air, unvexed with hazy motes, 
Tlie mystic*winged and flickering butterfly, 
A human soul, tliat drifts at liberty. 

Ah I who can tell to what strange paradise, 

To what undreamed-of fields and lofty skies I 
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HOW LONOP 

How long, and yet how long, 
Our leaders will wo hail from orer Mas, 
llajitcrt and kings from feudal monarchiotf 

And nHN;k their ancient song 
With echoes weak of foreign melodies P 

Tliat distant isle mist-wreatlied, 
Mantled in unimaginable green, 
Too long liath been our mistress and our queen* 

Our fatliers have bequeathed 
Too deep a love for her, our hearts witlun. 

She made Uio ii^hole world ring 
With the brnvc cxplcuta of her children strong, 
And with tlie matchloM muHie of her song. 

Too lato, too late we cling 
To alien legends, and their strains prolong. 

Tliis fresh young world I see, 
Witli heroes, cities, legends of her own | 
With a new race of men, and overblown 

lly winds from sea to sea, 
Decked witli tlie majesty of erery tone, 

I see the glittering tops 
Of snow-peaked mounts, Uio widening Tale*s ex* 

pause. 
Largo prairies where free herds of horses praneoi 
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ExImusUcss wonlth of crops. 
In Tost, magiiifioent oxtravogoneo* 

Tlioso grand, exuberant plains, 
TI1C80 statoly rivers, each with manj a moothf 
The cxquiHito beauty of the soft-aired soothf 

Tlio boundless seas of grains. 
Luxuriant forests' lush and splendid growth* 

The diHtant Hiren-song 
Of the green iNhmd m the eastern soa. 
Is not the lay for this new ohiralry. 

It is not free and strong 
To chant on prairies 'neath thb brilliant sky* 

Tlie echo faints and fails ; 
It suitoth not, upon tliis western plain. 
Our voice or spirit ; wo should stir again 

The wilderness, and make the vales 
Resound unto a yet unheard-of strain* 



HEROES. 

In rich Virginian woods, 
Tlie scarlet creeper reddens over graves. 
Among the solemn trees enlooped with vines | 
Heroic spirits haunt the solitudes,— » 
Tlie noble souls of half a million braves, 

Amid the murmurous pines* 
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Ah ! who it left hchindy 
Earnest and eloquent, sincere and strong, 
To eonsccrate their memories with words 
Kot all unmeet ? with fitting dirge and song 
To chant a reqaiem parer than the wind. 

And sweeter than the birds? 

Here, though all seems at peace. 
The placid, measiirclcjis sky sorcnolj fair, 
Tlio laughter of tlio breeze among tlie leaves, 
The bars of sunlight slanting through the trees, 
* The reckless wild-flowers blooming ereiywhere, 

The grasses* delicate sheaves, — 

NathlcsB each breeze that blows, 
Each tree that trembles to its leafy head 
Witli nervous life, revives witliin our mind, 
Tender as flowers of May, the thoughts of those 
Who lie beneath the living beauty, dead, — 

Beneath the sunshine, blind. 

For brave dead soldiers, these : 
Blessings and tears of aching thankfulness. 
Soft flowers for tlie graves in wreatlis enwove, 
The odorous lilac of dear memories. 
The heroic blossoms of the wilderness. 

And the rich rose of love* 

But who has sung their praise. 
Not less illttstrions, who are living yet ? 
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Annies of heroes, satisfied to pass 
Calmly, serenely from the whole world's gase» 
i\ And cheerfully accept, without regret, 

r j^' Their old life as it was. 

With all its petty pain, 
Its irritating littleness and care ; 
They who have scaled tlio mountain, with eon- 
tent 
Sublinic, descend to live npon tlio plain \ 
Steadfast as tliougli tliey breathed the moontain- 
air 
Still, whcresoe*er they wenit. 

Tliey who were brave to act, 
And rich enough their action to forget \ 
^ Who, having iillcd thetr day with ohtvalrji 

Withdraw and keep their simpleness intaet. 
And all unconscious add more lustre yet 

Unto tlioir victory. 

On the broad Western ])lains 
Their patriarchal life they live anew | 
Hunters as mighty as the men of oldf 
Or harvesting the plenteous, yellow grainSf 
Gathering ripe vintage of dusk bunches bhiOi 

Or working mines of gold ; 

Or toiling in the town. 
Armed against hindrancei wearinesi, defeali 
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With danntlcm pnrposo not to sworro or yieUy 
And calm, defiant Btrength, thej struggle on. 
As siard J and as valiant in the street. 
As in the camp and fiekL 

And those condemned to lire, 
Maimc<1, helpless, lingering stall throngh soffer- 

ing years, 
May they not envy now the restful sleep 
Of the dear fellow-martyrs tliey sunrire 7 
Not o*er the dead, hot over these, your tears, 

brothers, ye may weep I 

New England fields I see, 
Tlie lovely, cultured landscape, waving grain. 
Wide, liaughty rivers, and pale, English skiest 
And lo ! a farmer ploughing busily, 
Wlio lifts a swart face, looks upon the plain, — 

1 see, in his frank eyes, 

The hero's soul appear. 
Thus in tlie common fields and streets they stand ; 
Tlie liglit tliat on the past and distant gleams. 
They cast upon the present and the near, 
With antique virtues from some mystic land, 

Of knightly deeds and dreams. 
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ADMETUa 

TO MT FBIEXD, RALPH WALDO EUERSOK* 

He who could beard tlie lion in his lair. 
To bind him for a girl, and tame the boaTf 
And drive thcflo beasts before his charioti 
flight wed Alcestis. For hor low brows* sake^ 
I Icr hairs* soft undulations of warm gold^ 
I Icr eyes* clear color and pure virgin mouth, 
I'hougli many would draw bow or shiver speMTf 
Yet none dared meet tlie intolerable eye» 
Or liplcss tusk, of lion or of boar. 
This heard Admetus, King of Tliessaly, 
Whose broad, fat pastures spread tlieur ample 

fields 
Down to the Rhecr edge of Amphrysus' streanit 
Who laughed, disdainful, at the father's prido^ 
That set such value on one milk-faced child* 

One morning, as he rode alone and passed 
Through the green twilight of Thessalian woodSf 
Between two pendulous branches intorlockedf 
As through an open casement, he deseried 
A go<ldcss, as he deemed, -^ in truth a maid* 
On a low bank she fondled tenderly 
A favorite hound, her floral face inclined 
Above the glossy, graceful animal, 
That pressed his snout against her cheek and 

gazed 
Wistfully, with his keen, sagacious qres* 
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One arm with hx enlmiee the neek enwreathedf 
With polished roottdneti near the ileek, graj 



Admetos, fixed with wonder, dared not pass, 
Intranre on her holjr innocence 
And eaered girlhood, bat hit frctfal etocd 
Saaffcd tlie huge air» and champed and pawed 

the gnmnd; 
And hearing thia, the maiden raited her head. 
No kt or hindrance tlien might stop the king. 
Once having looked npon tlioee rapreme eyei* 
The drooping bonghs disparting, forth he spedf 
And then drew in his steedt to ask the path. 
Like a lost traveller in an alien land. 
Altlumgli each rivcr-cloren yolo, with streams 
Arrowy glancing to tlio blue iRgcan, 
Each hallowed mountain, the abode of gods, 
Pdion and Ossa fringed witli haunted groroSi 
The height, spring-crowned, of dedicate Olymposy 
And |>lcasant sun^fcd vineyards, were to him 
Familiar as Ids own face in the stream, 
Nathless he paused and asked tlie maid what 

path 
Might lead liim from the forest She replied. 
But still lie tarried, and with sportsman's praise 
Admired tlie hound and stooped to stroke its 

licad. 
And asked her if slie hunted* Kay, not she : 
Her father Pelias hunted in tliese woods. 
Where there was royal game. He knew her 

BOW,— 
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Alcestis, — and he left her with dae thankf : 

No goddess, but a mortal, to be won 

By such a simple feat as driving boars 

And lions to his chariot Wluvt was that 

To him who saw the boar of Calydon, 

Tho sacred boar of Artemis, at bay 

In tlie broad stagnant marsh, and sent hb darts 

In its tough, quivering flank, and saw its deaths 

Stung by sure arrows of Arcadian nymph ? 

To river-pastures of his flocks and herds 
Admctus rode, where sweet - breathed eatde 

grazed. 
Heifers and goats and kids, and foolish sheep 
Dotted cool, spacious meadows ^nth bent hcadsy 
And necks* soft wool broken in yellow flakesy 
Nibbling sliaqi-toothed the rich, thick-growing 

blades. 
One herdsman kept tlie innumerable droves ^- 
A boy yet, young as immortality — 
In listless posture on a vine-grown rock. 
Around him huddled kids and sheep tliat left 
The mother's udder for' his niglicst grass. 
Which sprouted with fresh verdure where he sat 
And yet dull neighboring rustics never guessed 
A god had been among them till he went, 
Althougli with liim they acted as he willed, 
Ilenouncing shepherds' silly pranks and quipSf 
Because his very presence made them grave. 
Amphryssius, idEter their translucent stream, 
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They called him, bat Admetns knew his name,— 
IIjrperioD, god of tun and song and silvor ipeeehy 
Condemned to serve a mortal for his sin 
To Zeos in sending violent darts of deathf 
And raising hand irrererent, agiunst 
The one-eyed forgers of the thunderbolt 
Fot shepherd's crook he held the living rod 
Of twisted serpents, later Hermes* wand. 
Him sooght the king, diseoTering soon hard bjt 
Idle, as one in nowise bomid to time, 
Watclung the restless grasses blow and waTOy 
The sparkle of the son upon the stream, 
Regretting nothing, living with the hoar : 
Fot him, who had his light and song within. 
Was naoght that did not shine, and all things 

sang. 
Admetas prayed for his celesUfd aid 
To win Alcestis, which the god Toochsafed, 
Granting with smiles, as grant all gods, who 

smite 
With stem hand, sparing not for piteoosness, 
Bot give their gifts in gladness. 

Thas the king 
Led with loose rein the beasts as tame as kine. 
And townsfolk Uironged witliin the city streets, 
As round a godi and mothers showed Uicir 

babes, 
And maidens lored the crowned intrepid yoath. 
And men would worship, though the rery god 
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Who wrought the wonder dwelled tmnoted niglif 

Divinely scornful of neglect or praise. 

Hien Pelios, seeing tliis would be his sony 

As he had vowed, called for his wife and child. 

AVitli Anaxibia, Alcestis came, 

A warm flush spreading o*er her eager face 

In looking on Uie rider of the woods, 

And knowing him her suitor and the king* 

Admetus won Alcestis thus to wife. 
And tlicso with mated hearts and mutual lore 
Lived a life blameless, beautiful : the king 
Ordaining justice in tlie gates ; the queen, 
With grateful ofTerings to Uie household godSf 
Wise with the wisdom of the pure in heart 
One child she bore, — Eumelus, — and he throre. 
Yet none the less because Uiey sacrificed 
The firstlings of tlieir flocks and fruits and 

flowers. 
Did trouble come ; for sickness seized the king* 
Alcestis watched witli many-handed lore, 
But unavailing service, for he lay 
With languid limbs, despite his ancient strength 
Of sinew, and his skill with spear and sword* 
His mother came, Clymene, and with her 
His fadior, Phcrcs : his unconscious child 
They brought him, while forlorn Alcestis sot 
Discouraged, wjth the face of desolation. 
Tlio jealous gods would bind his mouth from 

spoocli, 
And smite his vigorous frame with impotence \ 
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And rain with bitter aabes, worrosy uid dosli 

Tlie beauty of hb crowncdf exalted head. 

He knew her pretenee,— soon he would noi 

knowy 
Kor feel Iter hand in hb lie warm and doeoy 
Nor care if she were near him any more. 
Exluutsted with long Tigils, tlius the qneen 
Held hard and grierona thoaghte* till hoatj deep 
Poneeaeed her weary tenses, and she dreamed. 
And even in her dream her trouble liredf 
Fot she was praying in a barren field 
To all the gods f <nr help, when came across 
Tlie waste of air and bnd, from distant skiesy 
A sinritunl voice dirinely clear, 
IVhosc nnima«;inablo sweetness thrilled 
Her ncliin;; heart with tremor of strange joy : 
''Arino, Alcostis, co^t away wliite fear. 
A god dwclb with yon: seek, and you shall 

fiml." 
Tlicn quiet satbfaction filled her soul 
Almost akin to gladness, and she woke. 
Weak OS tlio dead, Admetus lay there still ; 
But she, sii|Krb with confidence, arose. 
And passetl beyond tlio mourners* curious eyciy 
Seeking Amphryssius in the nicadow*lands. 
8lic found liim with the godlike mien of one 
"Who, roused, awakens unto deeds divine t 
*' I comot Hyperion, witli incessant tears, 
To crare the life of my dear lord the king. 
Pity me, tor I see the future years 
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Widowed and laden witli dUastrons days. 
And ye, tlic gods, will miss liiui when tho firet 
U|)on your shrines, unfed, neglected die. 
Who will pour largo libations in your naineSy 
And sacrilico witli generous piety ? 
S'lence and apathy will greet you there 
Where once a splendid spint offered praise. 
Grant me this boon divine, and I will beat 
With prayer at morning's gates, before they ope . 
Unto thy 8ilvei*-hoofcd and flamoHsyod steeds. 
Answer ere yet the irremeable stream 
Be crossed : answer, O god, and save ! " 

She ceaeedt 

With full tliroat salt with tears, and looked on 

him, 
And with a sudden cry of awe fell prone. 
For, lo ! he was transmuted to a god ; 
The supremo aureole radiant round his broWf 
Divine refulgence on his face, — his eyes 
Awful with splendor, and his august head 
With blinding brilliance crowned by vivid flame* 
Then in a voice that charmed the listening air : 
** Woman, arise I I havo no influence 
On Death, who is tho servant of tho Fates. 
Howbeit for thy passion and thy prayer, 
Tho grace of thy fair womanhood and youth) 
Thus godliko will I intercede for thee. 
And sue tho insatiate sisters for this life. 
Yet hope not blindly ; lotli are tliese to change 
Their purpose \ neither will Uioy freely give^ 
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But hiigi^iig lend or tell: porehaneo the priet 
Will etmntonraU tho boon. Considor this. 
Kow riae and look upon mo." And ilio roooi 
Bat bjr hor stood no godhead bathod in lightf 
But jonng Antplurjnttoiy hoidnnan to tbo king^ 
Ben^nlj miling. 

Floet as thongiity the god 
Fled from tho glittering earth to blackest depths 
Of Tartams \ and none might say he sped 
On wings ambrosial, or with feet as swift 
As seonring hail, or airy chariot 
Borne by flame-breathing steeds ethereal; 
Bat with a motkm inconceivaUe 
Departed and was there. Before the throne 
Of Ados, first he hailed Uio long^sougfat qaeen, 
Stolen witli violent handn from grassy fields 
And delicate airs of snnlit Sicily, 
Pensive, goUMiaircd, but innocent-eyed no mors 
As when she longliing plucked the dafTodils, 
But grave as one fulfilling a strange doom. 
And low at Ades* feet, wrapped in grim murk 
And darkness Uiick, the throe gray women sat, 
Loose-robed ami clm|»leted with wool and flowersy 
l^lrple nareimi roond their horrid hair. 
Intent upon her task, the first one held 
The slender thread that at a touch would snap; 
The second wearing it with warp and woof 
Into strange teztnres, some stained daric and 

foul, 
Some saagoine-oolorod, and some Idaek as ni|^ 
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And raro ones whito, or with a goldon threiid 
Running diroughout ilio wob : the farthott hag 
With glistening scissors cut hor sistort* work. 
To tlicso Hyperion, but thoy never coased. 
Nor raised tlieir eyes, till with soft, moderate 

tones, 
But by their powerful persoasivenesa 
Commanding all to listen and obey. 
He spoke, and all hell heard, and theee three 

looked 
And waited his request : 

** I come, a godt 
At a pure mortal queen's request, who aaei 
For life renewed unto her dying lord, 
Admetus ; and I also pray Uiis prayer.** 
** Then cease, for when luith Fate been mored 

by j)rayer ? " 
*'Dut strength and upright heart ahould aerre 

with you." 
** Nay, tliese may serve with oU but Destiny." 
'< I ask ye not forever to forbear, 
But spare a while, — a moment unto U8| 
A lifetime unto men." ''The Fatee iwerre 

not 
For supplications, like the pliant gods. 
Have they not willed a life's thread shonU be 

cut? 
With them the will b changeless as the deed. 
men I ye have not learned in all the pasty 
Desires are barren and tears yield no fruit 
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How long win j» besiege the thronei of godi 
With hmentrtjeni? When higged Deelh for 

Tew tfammas shiildiig? We work noi Hko 

jeOf 
Delajiiig and rdentingy pmpoeeleeiy 
With imeiidiiring ieiiiee ; but ew deed% 
Porerer ioteiduuned Mid inteiioeked, 
Gomplete eeeh other Mid ezphdn thenuelfee.'* 
««TewiIlalife: then why not Miy life ? "^ 
^ Whal care we for the Idng ? He is not worth 
These nuu y words ; indeed* we lore not speech. 
We cars not if he liTe, or lose sneh life 
As men are greedy for, — filled full with hatOf 
Sins beneath scorn, ami only lit by dreamsy 
Or one sane moment, or a useless hope, — • 
Lasting how long? — the space between the 

green 
And fading yellow of the grass they tread*** 
Bat he wiUidrawing not : «' Will any life 
Soffice ye for Admetos ? " *< Yea,*' tlie crones 
Three times repeated. ^We know no sneh 

names 
As king or qneen or slave : we want bat life. 
Begone, and tcz ns m oar work no more.^ 

With broken blessmgs, inarticnlate joy 
And tears, Alcestis thanked Hyperion, 
And worshipped. Then he gently: ^ Who wiO 
die. 
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So that the king may live ? " And she : ** Ton 

ask? 
Nay, w]io will live when life clasps hands with 

sliamc, 
And dcatli with honor ? Lo, you oro a god ; 
You cannot know the highest joy of life, — 
^ To Icavo it when 't is wortliicr to die. 

His parents, kinsmen, courtiers, subjects, slaveSi— 
For love of him myself would die, were none 
Found ready ; but what Greek would stand to 

SCO 

A woman glorified, and falter ? Once, 
And only once, the gods will do tliis thing 
In all tiio ages : such a man themselves 
Delight to honor, — holy, temperate, chaste, 
With rovcrcnco for his dromon and Ills god/* 
Hius siio triumphant to the very door 
Of King Admetus* chamber. All there saw 
Ilcr ill-timed gladness with much wonderment 
But she: "No longer mourn I The king is 

saved ! 
The Fates will spare him. lift your voice in 

praise ; 
Sing proans to Apollo ; crown your brows 
Witli laurel ; offer tliankful sacrifice I " 
" Queen, what mean these foolish words mis* 

placed ? 
And what an hour is tliis to tliank the Fates ? *' 
** Thrice blessed be the gods I — for God himself 
Has sued for me, — they are not stem and deaf. 
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Crft luid dwgr tntwer: comnraiie with jrovr mniI, 
And they wnd coantci : weep with nuny grlei^ 
And thoe will iwccten 700 your bitterest tem. 
On one condition King^ Admctos liTeSi 
Ami ye, on henring, will lament no moroy 
Each eronlons to nTo.** Then — for she tpako 
AMiiredy aa having heard an oracle— 
They aeked : <* What deed of onrt may tenre 

thekuig?'' 
''The Fates accept another life for hie* 
And one of yon may die." Smiling, the eeaeed* 
But nlence anewered her. "What I do ye 

thrott 
Tour arrows in yoor hearts beneath year deaks, 
Dying like Greeks, too prond to own the pang ? 
This ask I not In all the )>opalouA land 
But otic need snlTor for immortal praise* 
Tlie gcncroos Fates have sent no pestilence^ 
Famine, nor war : it is as Uioogh tlicy gare 
Freely, and only make the boon more rich 
By sach slight |iayment Now a people mooms. 
And ye may change the grief to jubilee, 
Filling the cities with a pleasant sound. 
But as for me, what faltering words can teQ 
My joy, in extreme sharpness kin to pain ? 
A monument yon hare within my heart, 
Wreathe<l with kind love and dear remem* 

brances ; 
And I will pray f <n> yon before I crare 
Flurdon and p^y for myself from God* 
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Your name will be the highest in the laodf 
Oftoncst, fondest on my grateful lipsy 
After the name of him you die to save. 
What! silent still? Since when has TirtiM 

grown 
Less beautiful than indolence and ease ? 
Is death more terrible, more hateworthj. 
More bitter than dislionor ? Will ye live 
On shame ? Chew and find sweet its poisoned 

fruits ? 
What sons will ye bring forth — mean-sooled like 

you, 
Or, like your parents, brave — to blosh Vkm 

girls, 
And say, ' Our fathers were afraid to die P 
Ye will not dare to raise hci*oio eyes 
Unto the eyes of aliens. In the streets 
Will women and young children point at you 
Scornfully, and the sun will find you shamed. 
And night refuse to shield you. What a life 
Is this ye spin and fashion for yourselves I 
And what new tortures of suspense and doabt 
Will death invent for such as are afraid I 
Acastus, thou my brother, in the field 
Foremost, who greeted me with sanguine handi 
From ruddy battle with a conqueror's faeOf — 
These honors wilt thou blot with infamy ? 
Nay, thou hast won no honors : % mere girl 
Would do as much as thou at such a time, 
In elamoroos battle, Wdst tomoltaoas soonds, 
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Neighing of war-tleedt, ahoiiti of tharp oom* 

nuuidt 
Snapping of ihtTored tpean ; f ot all an litsfo 
When an men look to them expectantly; 
Bnt he is troly brare who faees death 
Within his ehanibery at a sodden eaU, 
At night* when no man seesi -^eontent to die 
When life ean senre no longer those he lores." 
Then Uras Acastns : *" Sister, I fear not 
Dsatht nor the empty darkness of the gmTOy 
And bold my life bat as a little thing, 
Snbjcct unto my people's call, and Fate. 
But if 't is little, no greater is the king's ; 
And thongh my heart bleeds sorely, I recall 
Astydamia, who thus would monm for me. 
We are not cowards, we youth of Thcssaly, 
And Thessaly — yea, all Greece— knoweth it; 
Nor will we brook the name from even you. 
Albeit a queen, and uttering these wild words 
Through your unwonted sorrow.'* Then she 

knew 
That he stood firm, and turning from him, cried 
To the king's parents : ** Are ye deaf with grief, 
Pheres, Clymene ? To can save your son, 
Tet rather stand and weep with barren tears. 
O, shame I to think that such gray, reverend 

hairs 
Should corer such unrenerable heads I 
What would ye lose ? — a renmant of mere life, 
A few slight raveled threads, and giro Urn years 
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To fill with gloiy. Who, when he is gone. 
Will call you gentlest names this side of 

heaven, — 
Father and mother ? Knew ye not this man 
Ere ho was royal, — a i>oor, helpless child, 
Crownlcss and kingdomless ? One birth alone 
SulBccth not, Clymeue : once again 
You must give life with travail and strong pain* 
Has he not lived to outstrip your swift hopes ? 
What mother can refuse a second birth 
To such a son ? But yo denying him, 
What af tor-o(Tcring may api>caso the gods ? 
What joy outweigh the grief of tliis one day ? 
What clamor drown tlie hours* myriad tongueSy 
Crying, * Your son, your son ? where is your ton» 
Unnatural mother, tiinid, foolish man ? ^* 
Then Phcres gravely : " These Are graceless 

words 
From you our daugnter. Life is always life. 
And death comes soon enough to such as we. 
We twain are old and weak, have served our 

' time, 
And made our sacrifices. Let tlie young 
Arise now in their ^Airn and save the king.'' 
'* gods I look on your creatures 1 do ye see ? 
And seeing, have y^ patience ? Smite them allf 
Unsparing, with disiionorable death. 
Vile slaves I a womon teaches you to die. 
Intrc])id, with exalted steadfast soul. 
Seem in my heart, and love unutterablei 
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I yield tho FMm mj lifsi and like » god 
Comnuiiid Umib to rerere thai eaerod bead* 
Thne Vim I thriee the deer, bUml, lioly qreei 
And bid tliem eee; and thriee I Idee thie browy 
And thus nnf aaten I the pale, proud lipe 
With f mitfol lumbge, bringing love and lifa^ 
And withoot fear or any pang, I breathe 
My eonl in him.'* 

^ Alecfltie, I awake. 
I hear, I hear— onupoak thy recklew wofdil 
For, lo I thj^ life-Uood tingles in my Teine, 
And etreamoth throngli my body like new wiaOi 
Bdiold 1 thy ipirit dedicate rcrirei 
My polae, and throogb thy sacrifice I breathe. 
Thy lips are bloodless : kiss me not again. 
Ashen thy clieclcs, faded thy flower4ike hands. 
O woman I perfect in thy womanhood 
And in thy wifehood, I adjuiD tliee now 
As mother, by the Ioto then Dearest our childf 
In this tliy hoar of passion and of love. 
Of sacrifice and sorrow, to an9ay 
Thy words sublime 1 " **! die that then mayesi 

lire.'* 
** And dccmest then that I aosepi Uie boon. 
Craven, liko these my subjects ? Lo, my queeay 
Is life itself a lorely thing, —•bare life ? 
And empty breath a Uiing dnstrable ? 
Or is it rather happiness and lore 
Thai make it precious to its inmost core ? 
When these are leett are there aei ewords in 

Oreeee, 
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And flamo and poison, deadly wAToe and plagnei P 
No man has over lackod tlioiio Uiingfi and gone 
UnHAtiMncd. It 18 not tlioto tho gods rofuM 
(Nay, novor clutch my dcoro and roiao thy 

lip), - 

Not thcso I Rcok ; but I will stab mysolff 
PoiRon my lifo and burn my flosh, with words* 
And ftavo or follow thco* Lo I hoarkon now : 
I bid tho godH take back tlioir loatiisomo gifts I 
I 8purn tliom, and I scorn tlioni, and I liatOt 
Will tlioy provo deaf to this as to my prayers P 
With tongtio rovilin;;, blaRphomous, I cursOf 
With mouth polluted from deliberate heart 
Dishonored be tlieir names, scorned be their 

priests. 
Ruined their altars, mocked their oracles I 
It is Admctus, King of Thessaly, 
Defaming thus : annihilate him, gods I 
So that his queen, who worships you, may liTe*** 
lie paused as one ex^Kctant ; but no bolt 
From tlie insulted heavens answered him, 
But awful silence followed* Then a handy 
A boyisli hand, upon his shoulder fell, 
And turning, he beheld his slie]dierd boy, 
Not wrathful, but divinely pitiful. 
Who spake in tender, thrilling tones: '<Tlie gods 
Cannot recall their gifts, niasphcmo thorn not I 
Bow down and worship rather. Shall he enrse 
Who sees not, and who hoars not,— neither 

knows 
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Vof vnderntandtP Najy thou thali blati and 

PkajTi for ibo pare heart, pargcd bjr praytry di* 

Tuiet 
And seelh wbon the boUcr eyes are blind* 
Worship and wondoTy^ these befit a man 
At ereij hoar i and majrhap will the gods 
Yet work a miracle for knees that bend 
And hands that soppUcate^** 

Then all thcj knew 
A sadden sense of awe, and bowed their heads 
Beneath the stripling*s gaze: Admetus fellf 
Crashed bj that gentie toaeh, and cried aloodt 
*" Pardon and pityl I am hard besett" 



There waited at tlio doorway of the king 
One grim and gliasUy, shadowy, horribloi 
Bearing the likeness of a king himsGlfi 
Erect as one who scrvcth not, — upon 
Hb head a crown, witliin his flcshlcss liands 
A sceptre, ^monstrous, winged, intolerable. 
To him a stranger coming 'ncaih tlio trees, 
Wliich slid down flakes of light, now on his liair, 
CloKc-cnrlcd, now on his bared ami brawny chesty 
Now on his flexile, rine-like reindd limbs. 
With iron network of strong mnsele thewed. 
And godlike brows and prood month nnrdaaccd. 
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Finn was his stop ; no superfluity 

Of indolent flcHh imiMxlod tliis man's strengtL 

Slondor and 8Ui)plo ovory perfect limbi 

Boautiful witli tho glory of a man. 

No wcn|K)ns baro he, neitlier shield : his hands 

Folded ui>on his breast, his movements free 

Of all incumbrance. When his mighty strides 

Had brought him nigh tho waiting one, he 

paused : 
"Whose palace this? and who art thou, grim 

shade ? " 
** The palace of tlie King of Thessaly, 
And my name is not strange onto thine ears | 
For who hath told men that I wait for theniy 
The one sure thing on earth? Yet oU they 

know, 
Unaslcing and yet answered. I am Deatli, 
Tlie only secret tluvt the gods reveal. 
But who art thou who darcst question ma ? " 
** Alcidcs ; and that thing I dare not do 
Ilatli found no name. Whom here awoiteit 

thou ? " 
" Alcestis, Queen of Thessaly, — a queen 
Who wooed mo as tlie bridegroom wooe the 

bride, 
For her life sacrificed will save her lord 
Admotus, as the Fates decreed. I wait 
Lni)ationt, eager ; and I enter soon. 
With darkening wing, invisible, a god. 
And kiss her lips, and kiss her throbbing hearty 
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And then ibo tenderMt hands cMi do BO mora 
Hum dote her qroo and wipe hor ooUf whito 

browi 
Inani her adies and strew flowers abore.'* 
** Thu woman is a god, a hero. Death. 
In tlib her saeriiiee I see a sool 
Laminoos, stany: earth ean spare her nolt 
It is not rieh enough in parity 
To hiee thb paragon. Bare her, O Death I 
Then sorely art more gentle than the Fates, 
Yet these hare spared her lonl, and never meani 
That she should sofferi and that tliis their graeOf 
Beantifol, rojal on one side, should torn 
Sodden and liliow a fearfnly fatal fnee.'* 
^ Nay* hare tliejr not F O fond and foolish roaoi 
Naiiglit comos unlocked for, unforeseen by them. 
DooU when tlicy faror thee, though thou mayest 

laugh 
When tliey hare scourged thee with an iron 

seourge. 
Behold, their smile is deadlier tlmn tlioir stingy 
And erery boon of theirs is double-faced. 
Yea, I am gentler unto ye tlian tliese i 
I slay relentless, but when hare I moeked 
With poisoned gifts, and generous hands thai 

smite 
Under tlie flowers F for my name is Truth* 
Were thb fair queen more fair, more pore, more 

fhaste, 
I would not spare her lor your wildest prayer 



I 
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Nor Iter best virtno. Is tlio oartli't inouUi full P 
I Iff iho ^TVLyQ satiMfiod ? Discrown mo Uion, 

For lifo is lord, and men may mock the gods 
j With immortality.** " I suo no more, 

I But I contmand thee 8i>aro Uiis woman's lifo» 

Or wrestle with Aleides." " Wrestle with thee. 
Thou puny boy I " And Death laughed load, 

and swelled 
To monstrous bulic, fierce-eyed, with oatstrotched 

wingw, 
And lightnings round his brow | but gr»TO and 

firm, 
Strong as a tower, Alcidcs waited him. 
And these began to wrestle, and a cloud 
Impenetrable fell, and all was dark. 



<< Farewell, Admetus and my littld son, 
Eumelus, — these clinging baby hands I 
Tliy loRS is bitter, for no chance, no famoy 
No wenlth of love, can ever compensate 
For a dead nmther. Thou, king, fulfill 
The double duty : love him with my love, 
And make him bold to wrestle, shiver spears. 
Noble and manly, Grecian to Uie bone ; 
And toll him tliat his motlier spake with gods. 
Farewell, farewell I Mine eyes are growing 

blind : 
The darkness gatliers. my heart, my heart 1 ^ 
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No tooml made answer Bare Uie cries of grief 
From all die monrncrst and the sapplianee 
Of slrick'n Admetos : ** O haro mcrcjTi gods 1 
O gods, have merey, mere/ upon us I '' 
Tlien from the dj'ing woman's couch again 
Her Toice was heard, but wiili strange sudden 

tones: 
^ Lo, I awake,— the light eomcs back to me. 
What miracle is this ? *' And tliundors shook 
The air, and clouds of mighty darkness fell. 
And the earth trembled, and weinl, horrid sounds 
Were lieard of rushing wings and fleeing feet, 
And groans ; and all were silent, dumb with awOf 
Saving the king, who paused not in hb prayer : 
** Have mercy, gods I " and tlien again, ** O gods. 
Have mercy I " 

Tlirongh the open casement poured 
Bright floods of sunny light ; tlie nir was softf 
Clear, delicate as tliongh a summer storm 
Hail imMOfl awny \ and those tliore standing saW| 
Afar npon the plain, Uoatli fleeing tlionee, 
And at tlie doorway, weary, well-nigh spenty 
Alcides, flushed with victory* 
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TANNHAUSER. 

TO MY MOTHER. HAT, 1870. 



The Landgrave Hermann held a gatliering 
Of minstrels, minnesingers, troubadours, 
At Wartburg in bis palace, and the knight, 
Sir Tannbiiuser of Franco, tbo greatest bard, 
In»i>ii*cd with heavenly visions, and endowed 

\ With apprehension and rare utterance 

Of noble music, fared in thoughtful wise 
Across the Ildrsel meadows. Full of light. 
And large repose, the |)eaceful volley lay. 
In the late sjilendor of the afternoon, 
And level sunbeams lit ilie serious face 
Of the young hnight, who journeyed to tlie wettf 
Towards the precipitous and rugged cliffs. 
Scarred, grim, and torn with savago rifts and 

^ chasms, 

; Tliat in the distance loomed as soft and fair 

l And pur]>le as their shadows on the grass. 

^ The tinkling chimes ran out athwart tlio air, 

Proclaiming sunset, ushering evening in, 

) Although the sky yet glowed with yellow Ugiit 

Tbo ploughboy, ere he led his cattle home, 
In tbo near meadow, reverently knelt. 
And doffed his cap, and duly crossed his breost. 
Whispering his " Ave Mary," as he heard 
The pealing vesper>beU. But still the knight. 



\ 
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Uamiiidfal of Uto nered lioiir anaomieedf 
DimUiiifiil or uneonwioittt heM hU conno. 
^ Wuold that I abo, like yon ttapid wight. 
Could kneel and haD the Virgin and beliofe I *" 
He mnmMired Utterlj beneath hia breathi 
^ Were I a pagan, riding to eontend 
For the Oiympie wreath, O with what aeal. 
What fire of inspiration, would I ting 
Tbepraiseiof thegodsl How may nqr tyre 
Gferify thoM whoee Toiy life I doubt? 
The world is governed by one eroel God, 
Who brings a sword, not pcaee. A pallid CSnrisly 
Unnatnral, perfect, and a vifgin eokl, 
They give ns for a heaven of living gods, 
Bcaotiful, loving, whose mere names were songi 
A creed of suffering and despair, walled in 
On every side by brazen boundaries. 
That limit the soul's vbion and her hope 
To a red hell or an unpeopled heaven. 
Yea, I am lost already, — even now 
Am doomed to flaming torture for my thoughts. 
O gods I O gods! where shall my soul find 

peace?" 
He raised his wan faee to the faded skies. 
Now sliadowing into twilight \ no response 
Came from their sunless heights % .no miracle^ 
As in the ancient days of answering gods* 
With a long, shuddering sigh he glanced to 

earth, 
Fmdbg himself among the Horsel cUAs. 
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Gray, Biillcn, gannt, they towered on aitlior tido t 
Scnni ulirnlis suokod mougro lifo botweoa iho 

rifts 
Of Uioir huge crags, and made small darker spots 
Uixin their wrinkled sides ; tlie jaded horso 
Stumbled npon loose, rattling, fallen stones» 
Amidst the gathering dusk, and Uindly fared 
Through the weird, poriloiis pass. As darkness 

waxed, 
And an opprcMiTe mystery enwrapped 
The roadstead and the rocks, Sir Tannhftusor 
Fancied he saw n|)on the mountain^do 
The fluttering of white rahnent With a senso 
Of a wild joy and horror, he gave pause, 
For his sagacious horse that reckcil witli sweat, 
Trembling in every limb, confirmed his thonghty 
That nothing human scaled that haunted eliff. 
The wliite tiling seemed descending, — now • 

cloud 
It looked, and now a rag of drifted mist, 
Tom in tlie jagged gorge precipitous, 
And now an apparition clad in white, 
Shapely and real, — - then he lost it quite. 
Gazing on nothing with blank, foolish faee. . 
As witli wide eyes he stood, he was aware 
Of a strange splendor at his very side, 
A presence and a majesty so great, 
That ere he saw, he felt it was divine* 
He turned, and, leaping from his horse, fell 

prone. 
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In ■pe e cM ew adonlioiiy on the earChf 
Before the matchleM goddess, who s]^ieared 
With no less f rediness of imniortal yoolh 
Thnn when first risen from f onm of Psphinn 



lie heard delirions stmins of melodyy 
Sneh M his highest mose h«d ne*er ftttunedy 
FkMt in the miry wliile in the distance rang, 
Harsh and diseordant, jarring with those toneSf 
The gallop of his frightened horse's liooCsy 
Oattering in sadden freedom down the pass. 
A Toiee that made all mnsie dissouanee 
Then thrillcfl through heart and flesh of thai 

prone kniglit* 
Triam]ihant1 jT : " The gods need hut appcart 
And their nsorpiSd tlironcs arc theirs again I '' 
Then tenderly : ** Sweet knigiit, I pray thee, rise | 
Worship me not, for I desire thy lore. 
Look on me, follow me, for I am fain 
Of thy fair, human face." He rone and looked^ 
Stirred by that heavenly flattery to the sooL 
Her hair, unbrai<lcd and unfilleted, 
Rained in a glittering shower to tlie ground. 
And east forth lustre. Round her tone was 

clasped 
The seintillant cestns, stiff with flaming gold. 
Thicker with restless gems than hearen wit)i 

stars. 
She might ha?e flung the enchanted wonder 

forth} 
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Her eyes, hor sliglitest gesture would sufBee 
To bind all men in blissful slavery. 
SIio sprang u|)on the mountain's dangerous sidoy 
With feet that left their print in flowen di- 
vine, — 
Flushed ainaryllis and blue liyocinthi 
Jnipnrplcd aniaranUi and asjihodel, 
Dewy with nectar, and exhaling scents 
Uichor than all the roses of niid<Juno. 
The knight sped after her, with wild eyes fixed 
Upon her brightness, as she lightly leapt 
From crag to crag, with Hying auburn luiiri 
Like a gohl cloud, that luretl hiin over oOf 
Higher and higher up tho haunted cliff. 
At last amidst a grovo of pines slio paused. 
Until he readied her, breathing hard with hastay 
Delight, and wonder. Then upon his hand 
She placed her own, and all his blood at once 
Tingled and hotly rushed to brow and cheek. 
At the supremo caress ; but tho mere touch 
Infused fresh life, and when she looked at. him 
With gracious tenderness, ho felt himself 
Strong suddeidy to bear tho blinding light 
Of those great eyes. " Dear knight," she mur- 
mured low, 
*( For love of me, wilt thou accord this boon, -.« 
To grace my weary home in banishment ? " 
His hungry eyes gave answer ere lio s|K>ke, 
In tones abrui)t tliat startled his own oars 
With their strange harshness; but with thanks 
profuse 
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She guided Iiiin« •tin holding liit eold liaiid 

In her wmh dainty |Ndnit onto a caYO, 

Whence a rare giofj isenodt and a •incll 

Of epiee ami roeoti frankineenso and balm. 

They entering stood within a niai1>le hall, 

Wiih straight, slim |MUar% at whose farther end 

The goddess led him to a spiral flight 

Of stairs, descending always 'midst black gloom 

Into the reiy bowels of tlie earth* 

Down these, with fearful swiftness, thejr made 

way, 
The knight's feet tonching not the solid stair, 
But sliding down as in a rcxing dream, 
Blind, feeling hot tliat hand divine tliat still 
Empowered liim to walk on empty air. 
Then lie was dazzled by a sudden blaze, 
In a rast palace filled with reveling folk. 
Cunningly pictured on the ivory walls 
Wore rolling hills, cool lakes, and boscage 

green, 
And all tlie summer landscape's Tarious pomp. 
Tlie precious canopy aloft was carved 
In semblance of tlie pleacliud forest trees, 
Enameled with the liveliest green, wlierethroogh 
A liglit pierced, more resjilendent tlum the day* 
O er the ])ale, polished jasiier of tlie floor 
Tlie guddess led him to a massy throne 
Of bombhed metal, fretted and embossed 
With all the marvdons story of her birth 
Painted in prodigal splendor ol rich tjaets. 
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And enrvod hy heavenly ftiiisto, — erysUl MMff 
And long-haired Nereids in Uicir pearly shollsy 
And all the wonder of her loeent limhs 
Sphered in a venneil mist Upon the throno 
She took her seat, the knight heside her stilli 
Sinking on couches of fresh asphodel* 
And the dance ceased, and tlie flushed roTolert 

came 
In glittering ])halanx to adore their queen. 
])oautiful girls, with shining delicate heads, 
Crc5«tcd with living jewels, fanned tlie air 
With flickering wings from naked shoulders soft* 
Then with preluding low, a thousand harps. 
And citherns, and strange nameless instniments. 
Sent through the fragrant air sweet symphoniety 
And the winged dancers waved in mazy roondsy 
With changing lustres like a summer sea. 
Fair boys, with charming yellow hair crisp- 
curled, 
And frail, efTerainate beauty, the knight saw, 
But of strong, stalwart men like him were none. 
He gazed thereon bewitched, until tlie hand 
Of Venus, erst withdrawn, now fell again 
Upon his own, and roused him from his trane«« 
He looked on her, and as he looked, a cloud 
Auroral, flaming as at sunrising, 
Arose from nothing, floating over them, 
Dropping rich odors, and encircling them 
In luminous folds, like that verroilioii mist 
Penciled upon the throne, and at it wosMd 
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In denntj and hrigliliies8f all the UiroDg 
Of fenlal daneersv leM and less disUncti 
Grew like pale npiriu in a vague, dim dreamy 
And Taniihed altogether i and tlieee twain, 
8hnt from the world in that ambroeial ekNidf 
Now with a glory ineoneeiTaUe, 
Tind and eonflagrant, looked each <tt eaek 



All hoofi came laden with their own ddigfati 

In that enchanted palace, wherein Time 

Knew no diroiont hanh of niglil and dajr. 

Bat light was alwajs, and desire of sleep 

TVas satisfied at once with slumber softy 

Desire of food with magical repast, 

BjT unseen liands on golden tables spread* 

But these Uie knight accc])tod like a gody 

All less was lost in tluU excess of jojr, 

Tlie crowning marvel of her love for him, 

Assuring him of his divinity. 

Meanwhile remembrance of the eartli appeared 

Like tlie vague trouble of a transient dream, ^ 

The doubt, the scruples, the remorse for thoughts 

BeyomI his own control, tlie constant tliirst 

For somctliing fairer than his life, more real 

Tlum airy revelations of liis ftluso. 

Here was his soul's desire satisfied* 

All nobler pasnions died } his lyre he flung 

Recklessly fortli, with vows to dedicate 

His being to herself. She knew and seited 

The moment of her mastery, and conveyed 

The lyre beyond hu sight and memory. 
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With blondishmento divwo sho cliangod for hiniy 

Each hour, hor mood ) a very woman noW| 

Fantxtstic, voluble, alTcctionate, 

And jealous of the vague, unbodied airy 

Exacting, penitent, and |)acilicd, 

All in a breath. And often she appeared 

IVIajestic with celestial wrath« witli eyes 

That shot forth fire, and a heavy brow, 

Portentous as the lowering front of heaveUi 

When the reverberant, sullen tliunder rolls 

Among the echuing clouds. Thus she deuouneed 

Her ancient, fickle worshippers, who left 

Iler altars desecrate, her fires unfed. 

Her name forgotten. *' But I reign, I reign I *' 

She would shrill forth, triumphant ; ^* yea, I reign* 

^Icn name me not, but worslii]) me unnamedi 

Beauty and Love within their hoart of hearts ; 

Not with bent knees und emjity breath of wordSf 

But with devutod sacrifice of lives." 

Then melting in a moruent, she would weep 

Ambrosial tears, pathetic, full of guile, 

Accusing her own base ingratitude. 

In cravhig worshij), when she liad his heartp 

Her priceless knight, her iKsorless paladin. 

Her Tannhiiuser ; then, with an artful glanee 

Of lovely helplessness, entreated him 

Not to desert hor, like tho faithless world, 

F(»r thoso unbcautiful ai\d barbarous gods. 

Or sho would never eoaso hor prayers to Jore^ 

Until he took from her the heavy eurse 
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Of nmsortiK^. tTith doMr rowi, 

Hw kiii|[lit thm •calod fail wanhip tod fi 

All other ainu mmI docda to HrT« her euiM> 

Thm pMNd mnotod wren bamn jesn 

Of nekkM puuon mkI ndnptODiu ilodi, 

UndigniSed bjr anjr ^atXy tlioa^t 

In hb degntded mim], llwt Romolinio WM 

Endowed with noUe eaiMbility. 

From nnlrj' to rarelrjr h« pMoed, 

Cnving more pangeiit pleunres momentljr, 

And new intoxicKtMnu, and each hoar 

The umi goddcM anaweied hu dcsiraa. 

Oneo when iho left lum with a wearjr aeiiM 

Of niter lowitailo, ho mU al'ine, 

And, rajaing liirtlcM eyed, \vi miw himself 

In a great burniiiliod tnirmr, wrought ahont 

AVitli canning imagery of ..wiatcd vines. 

He Kareoly know tlione imikcn, rc<l-rimmod ejroi, 

And haggard check*, and hollow-emiting liiw, 

For hU who in the fliuli of manhood rodo 

Among the cliffi, and followed up the eragi 

The Ajring temptreu i and tliere foil on him 

A horror of lier beantj, a diiguat 

For hii dcgcnorato and corrujHed life, 

With irre»iBtil>1e, intenao dciire, 

To feel tlie breatli of heaven on hit faco. 

Then a* Fate willed, who rale* above the gode, 

He aaw, williin the glan, behind him glide 

Hie form of VeoM. Certain of her poww» 

Sw had laid I7, in food eeeori^, * 
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Tho enchanted cestus, and Sir TannliEuteri 
With surfeited regard, beheld her now. 
No fairer than die women of die earth, 
Whom with serenity and health he left. 
Duped by a lovely witeh. Before ho moTedy 
She knew her destiny ; and when ho turned, 
llo seemed te drop a mask, disclosing dius 
An alien face, and eyes with vision true. 
That for long time with glamour Iiad been blind. 
Hiding the hideous rage widiin hv».' breast, 
With girlish simplcness of folded hands. 
Auroral blushes, and sweet, shamcfast mien. 
She s|K>ke : *' Behold, my love, I liave cast forth 
All magic, blandishments, and sorcery, 
For I have dreamed a dream so terrible. 
That I awoke to find my pillow stained 
With tears as of real woe. I thought my belty 
By Vulcan wrought widi matehless skill and 

power, 
Was the sole bond between us ; this being doffedf 
I seemed to thee an old, unlovely crone. 
Wrinkled by every year that I have seen. 
Thou turnednt from me with a brutal sneer, 
So that I woke with weeping. Tlien I rosoy 
And drew the glittering girdle from my son6» 
Jealous thereof, yet full of fears, and saidf 
'If it be this ho loves, then let him go I 
I have no solace as a mortal hath. 
No hope of change or death to comfort DM 
Throogh all eternity i yet he is free, 
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Thoiigh I coqU liold him fast with heavy ehaini^ 
BooikI in perpetnal imprnonmeiit' 
Tell me my Tision was a baaelest dream ; 
See, I am kncelitigy and I kirn thy handii— • 
In piijr, look on roe, before thy word 
CondcnuM me to immortal misery 1 ** 
As he looked down, the infernal influonee 
Worketl on his soul again ; for site was fair 
Beyond iinaipnation, and her brow 
Seemed luminons witli liigli self-saerifiee. 
He bent and kissed her head, warm, shining, sofkp 
With its cloee-earling gold, and love rerived. 
But ere he qioke, lie heard tlie distant sound 
Of one sweet, smitten lyre, and n gleam 
Of violent anger floMhed across tlie face 
llpraisc<l to lib in feigned simplicity 
And ninglcncss of (NiriNMe. Tlicn he sprang, 
"Wcll-nigli a go<l himself, witli sudden strength 
To vanquish and resist, beyond her reach, 
Cr}'ing, ** ^fy old ^luse colls me, and I hear 1 
Tliy fateful vision is no baseless dream ; 
I will lie gone from this accursed Imll I '* 
Tlicn she, too, rose, dilating over him, 
And sullen clouds .veiled all her rosy limbs, 
Unto her girdle, and her hcoil appeared 
Refulgent, and her voice rang wratlifully : 
** Have I cajoled ami flattered tliee till now. 
To loAC tliee thus I How wilt thou make escape P 
Onet leing minCt thau art forever mine t 
Tea, not my love^ but my poor slave and fboL** 
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Bat he, with both hands pressed upon his eyes. 

Against that blinding lustre, heeded not 

Her thundered words, and cried in sharp despauTi 

" Help me, O Virgin Mary I " and Uiereat, 

The very bases of tlie luill gave way, 

The roof was rived, the goddess disappeared. 

And Tannhauscr stood free upon die cliff, 

Amidst the morning sunshine and fresh air. 

Around him wore the tumbled blocks and 

crags, 
Hugo ridges and sliarp juts of flinty peaks, 
Black caves, and ina»scs of tlio grim, bald rock* 
Tlio ethereal, unfatlioniable sky, 
Hung over liim, the valley lay beneath, 
Dotted with yellow hayricks, that exhaled 
Sweet, healthy otlors to the mountain-top. 
Ho breathed intoxicate tlio inAntto air. 
And plucked the heather blossoms where they 

blow. 
Reckless with light and dew, in crannies green, 
And scarcely saw their darling bells for tears. 
No sounds of labor reached him from tlie farms 
And hamlets trim, nor from the furrowed globe} 
But a serene and sabbatli stillness reigned. 
Till broken by the faint, melodious chimes 
Of the small village church tliat called to prayer. 
He hurried down the rugged, scarp<Sd cliff. 
And swung himself from shelving granite slo^ies 
To narrow foot-holds, near wide*throated ohanns. 
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Tewbg agiiml diarp ftones his Ueeding haadsi 
With long hair flying ttma his dripping brow, 
UneoTtrad head, and whitoy azalted faoa. 
No m mao ff had ho of his smoolh aseentf 
No thoaght of foar upon thoso dreadf ol hiUf t 
Ho ooljr hoard Ibo bdt ioTiUng him 
To saiisfjr Ibo oraring of hb lioart. 
For worriiip 'midst his foUow-mon. Ho reaehod 
Tho boaten, dos^ road, and passod ihoroon 
Tho pioos peasants faring towards tlio ohnreht 
And seareo robaanod from greotbg thom liko 

frionds 
Dearijr boloredf after long abseneo met 
IIow more than fair tho sunbnmt wenehes lookody 
In their rough, homespon gowns and eoib do* 

more, 
After the beantj of bare, roej limbs, 
And odorous, loose hair 1 He noted not 
Sospieioos glances on his garb uncouth, 
His air extraTagant and face distraught. 
With bursts of laughter from the red-cheeked 

boys. 
And prudent crossings of the women's breasts* 
He passed the flowering close about the church. 
And trod tho well-worn path, with throbbing 

heart, 
The little heather4)ell between his lips, 
And his eyes fastened oo the good green grass. 
Thus entmd ho the sanctuary, lit 
With frequent tapert, and with sunbeams stained 
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Tlurongh painted glass. How pare and innooenl 
The waiting congregation seemed to him, 
Kneeling, or seated with cahn brows upraised I 
With faltering strengtli, ho cowered down alone. 
And held sincoro commwiion with the Lord, 
For one brief moment, in a sudden gush 
Of blcssdd tears. Tlio minister of God 
Rose to invoko a blessing on his flock. 
And then liogan the sorvioo, •— not in words 
To raise the lowly, and to heal dio sick, 
But in an ulion tonguo, with phrases formed, 
And moaninglcM observances. The knight. 
Unmoved, yet tliirsting for the simple word 
That might Imve moved him, hold his bitter 

thoughts, 
But when in his own speech a new priest spake. 
Looked up with hope revived, and heard the 

text: 
<< Gro, preach the Gospel unto all the world* 
He that believes and is baptized, is saved. 
He that bclieveth not, is damned in hell I " 
Ho sat with neck thrust f ortli and staring eyes | 
The crowded congregation disappeared \ 
He felt alone in some black sea of hell, 
-While a great light smote one exalted face. 
Vivid already with prophetic fire. 
Whose fatal mouth now thundered forth hie 

doom. 
He longed in that void circle to cry out. 
With one clear shriek, but sense and Toiee seemed 

bound, 
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And hb purdied loogM daT« utetett to Ui 

mouth* 
As the last woids resounded tliroagfa the drarehf 
And onee again the pastor blessed his flock, 
Who» serioos and sobdoedt passed dowly down 
The narrow aisle, none noted, near the waU» 
A fallen nnn with bee npon his knees, 
A heap of hnddlcd garments and looie hair, 
Uneonseioiis 'mid the nulling, mormnroas stir, 
'Uklst light and mral smell of gram and flowers^ 
Let in athwart the doorwaj. One lone priesty 
Darkening the altar lights, mored noiselenljr, 
Kow with tlie jellow glow npon his faee^ 
Now a Uack shadow gliding farther on. 
Amidst the smooth, slim pillars of hewn ash. 
But from the vacant aisles he heard at once 
A hollow sigh, heaved from a depth profoond* 
Upholding his last light above his head, 
And peering eagerly amidst the stalls. 
He cried, ^ Be blest who cometh in God's 

name." 
Then the gaant form of Tannliauser arose. 
" Father, I am a sinner, and I seek 
Forgiveness and help, by whatso means 
I can regain the joy of peace with God.** 
^ Tlie Lord hath mercy on tlie penitent. 
« Altlioogh thy sins be scarlet,' He hatli said, 
* Will I not make them white as wool? ' Confess, 
And I will shrive yon.^ Thus the good priest 
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Towardfl the reaioneful knight taA pnned lot 

hand. 
But shrinking down, ha drew hia fingen h$A 
From tho kind pftlni, ud kiued the friu-'a feab 
" Thy puro hand ia anointed, and can heal. 
Tlie cool, calm preware hringa back sanity, 
And what Bercno, post joys I yet touch me not, 
My contact is ixtllution, — hoar, licar, 
Whilo I disburden my cliargod soul." He Uy, 
Costing about for words and strength to ipaak. 
" O fotlicr, is tlicre help for such a one," 
In tones of deep abasement ho began, 
" \Vlio hath rebelled a^nst the laws of God, 
With pride no less presumptooua than his 
'Who lost thereby his rank in heaven ? " " l£j 

Tliere is atonement for all sins, — or slight 
Or difficult, proportioned to the crime. 
Though this may be the staining of thy luuids 
Witli blood of Idnsmen or of fellow-nten." 
" My hands ore white, — my orime hath foond 

no name, 
This side of bell t yet thoogh my heart-rtriagt 

To live it over, let me molte attempt. 
I was a knight and bard, witli such a gift 
Of revelation tliat no hour of lifo 
Lacked boao^ and adornment, in myself 
The aest and centre of all happbess. 
What bspiratioB eoohl my lof^ ilut . 
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Draw from those eommon and familuur ihemet^ 

Painted ii|ioii tlie windowt and tlio walla 

Of every elmreht—Uie mother and her eluUt 

The mirarle and mjrtteiy of the birth, 

Tlie death, the resttrroetion? FoolandUindl 

Thai law not njmbob of eternal troth 

In that grand tragedy ami vietory, 

Kgnifieani and infinite at life. 

What toi tares did my tkeptie eoul endnre^ 

At war against liersclf and all mankind I 

The restless niglits of fererisli uleeplessncss, 

With balancing of reasons nieely weiglied \ 

Tho dawn tliat bronght no liopc nor energy, 

The blaspliomoiis arraignment of die Lord, 

Taxing Ilia glorious divinity 

With all llio grief and folly of the world* 

Tlicn came rclniwcs into alijcct fear, 

And luillow prayer and praise from crayen 

heart. 
Before a scnlptiired Venus I would kneel, 
Crown lier wtUi (lowers, worship licr, and cry, 
* O large and noble type of our ideal, 
At leant my heart and prayer return to thee. 
Amidst a fuitldcss world of proselytes. 
l^Imlonna Blary, witli her Tirgin Ii|)s, 
Ami eyes tliat look perpetual reproach. 
Insults and is a Uasphrmy on youth. 
Is she to claim tlio worship of a man 
Hot wttli the first rich flosli of ripened life f ' 
Realities, like phantoms, glided l»y. 
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Unnoted 'muUt Iho torments and dcligbtt 

Of \\\y conHictinj]^ Rpiritt and I doftod 

Tho modcHt Clirisliaii wccda of cluirity 

Atul fit Immilil/, nnd stocletl mysolf 

In jtA^^aii ]mno])ly of BtoiciHUi 

And sclf-snllloiii^ pride. Yet constantly 

I plained nicirs chanucd attention and appUutet 

With tho >vihl strains I snioto from out my lyMy 

To me tho nativo lan^uaj^o of my soul, 

To thoni at tractive and miraculous, 

As nil thinpi whoso solution and whoso sourer 

Ueninin a mystery. Then came suddenly 

Tiio summons to attend tho gathering 

Of minstrels nt tho Landgravo Hermann's court* 

Kesolved to pubH»h there my pagan creed 

In harmonics so higli and beautiful 

That all tho world would share my seal and 

faith, 
I journeyed towards tho haunted IlUrsel cliffs* 
O Gml 1 how may I tell you how she came, 
The temptress of a hundred centuries, 
Yet fresh as A]>ril ? She bewitched my sensOi 
Poisoned my judgment with sweet flatteriesi 
And for I may not guess how many years 
Hold me a captive in degrading bonds. 
Tltere is no sin of hist so lewd and foul. 
Which I learned not in that alluring hell, 
Until this mom, I sna])ped the ignoble tioi 
lly calling on tho Mother of our Lord* 
for the power to stand again erect, 
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And kiok mon in the eyes I Wliat poniteneey 

What iconrpng of the flesh, wluit rigid fnitfi 

Wliat tcrriblo privations may nuffice 

To clcanne mo in the tiglit of God and manf ** 

lU-omcned tilcnco followed Itis appeaL 

Fktient and motionless he lay awhile, 

Then sprang nnto his feet with sodden foreOy 

Confronting in liis breathless reliemenee, 

"With polintating lu^art, the timid priest 

^ Answer me, as yon hope for a response, 

One day, at tlie great jndgment-seat yonrselL*' 

^ I eonnot answer,** said tlie simple priest, 

•< I have not understood.*' •* Just God I is tins 

The cune Tlion laycst npon me ? I outstrip 

Tlio Byni]mihy and brotherhood of men. 

So far removed is my experience 

From their clean innocence. Inspire me, 

Prompt me to words tlmt bring me near to 

tlicm! 
Father,'* in gentler accents he resumed, 
** Thank Heaven at your every oriiion 
Tliat sin like mine you cannot apprehend. 
Bloro than die tmtli perclianee I have c onfessedf 
Ihtt I have sinned, and darkly, — this is truo} 
And I have suffered, and am suffering now. 
In tliere no help in your great Christian creed 
Of liberal charity, for such a one ? " 
** lAy son,** the priest replied, ** your speech die* 

traoglit 
Ilath qnite bewildered me. I fain wodd hope 
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That Christ's largo charity can reach your iiii, 
But I know naught I cannot but boliore 
That the enchantress who first toinptcd you 
l^IuH Ik) iho P2vil one»— your early Uouhl 
Was the |K>8808flion of your soul by lilm* 
Travel across tho mountain to dio town^ 
Tlio first cathedral town nixm the rood 
That lends to llome, — a sago and reTorend 

priest, 
Tho Binlinp Adrian, bides Uioro. Say you hare 

coiiio 
From his leal servant, Friar Lodoviok | 
lie hath vast loro and groat autliority, 
And may absolve you freely of your sin.'' 

Over tlie rolling hills, through summer fields. 
By noisy villages and lonely lanes. 
Through glowing days, when all tlie hindscape 

stretched 
Shimmering in tho heat, a pilgrim fared 
Towards tho cathedral town. Sir Tannhiiuser 
Had donned tlio mournful sackcloth, girt his loins 
With a coarse ropo tliat ate into his flesh, 
Mulliod a cowl about his shavon head, 
Hung a great leaden cross around his nook | 
And bearing in his liands a knotty staff, 
With swollen, sandaled feet he held his course, 
lie snatched scant rest at twilight or at dawn, 
"When his forced travel was least difllcult 
But most ho journeyed when the sky, o'eiisasty 
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Uprollcd iU threntoning clouds of innkj blue, 
And Angry Uuni<lvr grumbled diroiigh ilio liillsi 
And earili grow dork at noonday, till tlio flonli 
Of tiio tliin lightning tlirougli Uio wido nky loapty 
And inmbling riiowort •coorod along tlio plain* 
Then folk who mw tlu) pilgrim pcnitont, 
DrcnclMMl, weird, and liastoning as to some 

sirango doom, 
Sworo dmt tho wandering Jow had erossod tboir 

land. 
And tlio Lord Clirist had sent ilio deadly bolt 
Ilnrmless n|ion his cursed, immortal head. 
At longlli tho ]iiIl<«tdo ciiy*s spires and roofs, 
'With all its western windows smUten red 
liy a rich stinHct, and with nmHHivo towers 
Of itn cnthodml overtopping nil, 
Greeted his di^^ht. Somo wenry paces more, 
And A^ the t\vili«;ht dee|)enod in tho streets, 
lie hUkhI williin tho niinNter. How serene, 
In sculptured calm of centuries, it seemed I 
How cool and s^mcious all tlio dim-lit ainles. 
Still hazy witli Uio fumes of frankincense I 
Tho Tcsitor Imd been said, yet hero and there 
A wrinkled beldam, or a mourner veile<l. 
Or burly hurgher on tlio eold floor knelt, 
And still tho organiNt, witli wandering liandsi 
Drew from tlio keys mysterious melodies. 
And rdlc€l tlio church with flying waifs of song, 
That with etlicreal beauty moved the soul 
To a more tender prayer and gentler faith 
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Tlian choral andicros and tho solemn man* 
A ihuiiMund iiiomoriviu sweet lo biUeriiosSi 
Rushed on tho knight and filled his eyes with 

tcnrs; 
Youth's blanielessnoss and faith foroTor lostp 
1'ho lovo of Ills ncp;lortiHl lyre, his art| 
Uovivcd by Uicmo aerial liarinonies* 
lie was unworlliy now to touch tho stringif 
'J 00 boNO to stir men's soul to ecstasy 
And high rcHolves, as in tlio days agones 
And yet, ^vith all Iiis spirit's earnostnosSf 
IIo yearned to feel tlie lyre betwoon his handif 
To utter all tho trouble of his life 
Unto the Muse who understands and helps. 
Outworn with travel, soothed to drowsinesa 
I)y i\y\nff nuisio and swoot-seentod air, 
I lis limbs relaxed, and sleep possessed his framtt 
Auroral li^ht tho eaHtern oriels touchodt 
When with delioiuus sense of re^t ho wokOf 

f Amidst the vast and silent empty aisles. 

" God's peace hath fallen u]K>n me in this plaet | 
This is my Bethel ; hero I feel again 
A holy calm, if not of innocence, 

ai Yet purest after that, the calm serene 

Of ex])iation and forgiveness." 
He simke, and paused with staff and wallet forth 
Through the tall portal to tho open square, 
And turning, ])aused to look upon the pile. 
Tlie northern front against the crystal sky 
Loomed dark and heavy, full of sombre shade, 
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TTith each projecting baUress, earren erotSy 
Galile ami rotillSon, tipped with laughing light 
By the ulant nuiibeanu uf tlio risen nionu 
The Boby swallows wheeled aboro their nestSy 
Bailded in liidden nooks aboat the porch.' 
No hnman life was stirring in the sqnaroy 
Sare now and then a rambling markei-teaniy 
IVesh from the fields and forms without the 

town. 
He knelt upon the broad cathedral steps. 
And kissed the moistened stone, while orerfaead 
The circling swallows sang, and all aroond 
The mighty city lay asleep and stilL 

To stranger's ears must yet again be made 
The terrible confcMion ; yet again 
A deathly chill, with somcUiing worse than fear. 
Seized the knight's heart, who knew his every 

word 
Widened the galf between liis kind and him* 
The Bishop sat with pomp of mitred head> 
In pride of proven virtue, hearkening all 
With cold, official apathy, nor made 
A sign of pity nor encouragement 
The friar understood the pilgrim's grief. 
The language of his eyes ; his speech alone 
Wm alien to these kind, untutored ears. 
But tills was truly to be misconstrued. 
To tear each palpitating word alive 
From out the depths of his remorseful soul. 
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And have it weighed with the prei'^ion eodl 
And tlio nice lo;;ic of a reasoning miud. 
Thifl sj)! ritual Father judged hiH criine 
As tlio mad niiscliicf of a reckless boyv 
That called for Htrict, immediate puiq^shment* 
But Tannhiiuscr, who felt himself a man, 
Though base, yet fallen tlirough passioDS and 

rare gifts 
Of an exuberant nature rankly rich, 
And knew his woary lioad was growing gray 
AVith a lifc*8 terrible ex|>erience, 
Found his old sense of proper worth revir« | 
But niodc8tly he ended : ** Yet I felt, 
O holy Father, in the church, tliis monii 
A strange security, a peace serene, 
As thou;;h e*en yet the Ix>rd regarded me 
^Vith merciful compassion ; yea, as tliough 
Even so vile a worm as I might work 
Mine own salvation, through repentant prayers.** 
/' Presumptuous man, it is no easy task 
To expiate such sin ; a space of prayer 
Tliat de|irccatcs the anger of the Lord, 
A pilgrimage through pleasant sunnner landflf 
May not atone for years of impious lust ; 
Tliy heart hath lied to tliee in offering hope/' 
'* Is there no hope on earth ? " the pilgrim sighed. 
''None tlirough tliy i)enanco," said the saintly 

man. 
'* Yet there may be through mediation, help. 
There is a man who by a blameless life 
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Hftih won V>/ right to intercede with Grod. 
No tins of *^i« own ilenh liath he to poigOi — • 
The Canli '^ Fili|i|io,— lie abidcty 
AVitliin thf2v II0I7 Qiij. Seek him oat \ 
This ia mj ^nly cotinflel, — through thyielf 
Out bo no If Ip and no forgiveness." 

IIow di(Tcrcnt froin Uio btioyant joy of mom 
Wm Uiin diMCoaragctl seniie of Imwiliide, 
'Wlierewith the |nlgrim, 'midiit a summer rain, 
Pursued his |irogrcss through the eheeriess 

squares! 
The Bisliop*s words were ringing in his ears. 
Measured and pitiless, and, blent with these. 
The memory of the gotldess* last wild cry, -^ 
^Onrc bflng 9/11/ir, thou art forever mine!* 
Was it the tnitli, dr^pite Inn |)cnitcncc. 
And di^licalion of his thought to God, 
Tliat iitill some portion of himself was hers. 
Some lust survived, some criminal regret, 
For lier comi|>ted love? He searclietl his heart : 
All wan remorse, religious and sincere, 
And vet her dread fid curse still haunted him ; 
For all men shunned liini, and denied him help, 
Knowing at once in looking on his face, 
l*louglied witli dt'ep lines and prematurely old, 
Tliat he had struggled wiili some deadly fiend. 
And that he was no longer kin to them. 
Just past the outskirts of the town, he stopped, 
To strengthen will and coorage to proceed. 
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Tho 8ionn hacl broken o*er tlio sultry BtrecUy 
])iit now tho losHcninj; cIouiIm wcro i\y\i\^ east. 
And thou«;li tho ^cntlo nhowcr ntill wci his facet 
Tho west WAH cloiit11o8fl whilo tho sun went dowiif 
Ami tho bri};ht Hovon-colorcd arch stooil forthf 
Af^tuuHt tho o|ii>OHito ihill p*ny. There was 
A U^nuty in tho nun^^letl storm and |)eacc» 
Deyond clear tiunHhinc, as tho vast, (^reen fields 
Ihuiked in soft lij^ht, though glistening yet with 

rnin. 
The roar of all the town was now a buzz 
Less tlian tho insects* drowsy murmuring 
That whirred their gau7.y wings around his head* 
The breeze that follows on tho sunsotting 
Was blowing whi(Ts of bruised and dripping 

grass 
Into the heated city. But ho stood, 
Disconsolate with thoughts of fate and sin, 
Still wrestling with his soul to win it back 
From her who claimed it to eternity. 
Tlien on the delicate air thero came to him 
The intonation of tho minster bells, 
Chiming tho vespers, musical and faint. 
Ho knew not what of dear and beautiful 
Thero was in those familiar peals, that spake 
Of his first boyhood and his innocence, 
Leading him back, with gracious influence, 
To plea<«ani thoughts and tender memories. 
And last, recalling tho fair hour of hope 
He passed that morning in the church. Again, 
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Tho (clad amnranee of God*8 boandless 1ot« 
FilkMl all his lieing, and ho roeo acrcnOf 
And jonnieyed forward with a calm content 

Sofithwani lie wcndc«1« and Uio InmIica|M) took 
A waniM*r tone, tlto sky a richer li|;ht 
Tlie |*anlen8 of tlio f^raccfnlt festooned hops, 
AVtth their sliglit temlrik hindinp^ pole to |x>le, 
Gave |ilaee to orclmrds and tlio trcUisctl graiio« 
Tlic hetlges were enwreatlied witli trailing; vinesy 
With chwteringi shapely bunches, 'midst the 

growth 
Of tangled greenery. Tlie elm and ash 
Less frequent grew tlian cactus, cypresses. 
And pdden-fniited or Inrgc-blossomed trees* 
The fnr hills took the line of tlic doTe*s breast, 
Vciletl in gray mist of olive groves. No more 
Ho pamcd dark, moated strongholds of grim 

knights. 
But terraces with marble-paren steps. 
With fountains leaping in tlie sunny air, 
Ami Imnging ganlens full of sumptuous bloom. 
Tlien cloistem guan1e<l by their dead gray walls, 
Wliero now and then a golden globe of fruit 
Or fiill-fluf«lic<l flower ])oerefl out u|K>n tho rood, 
Noflding against tho stone, and wliere ho heard 
S«imctinies tho voices of (he chanting monks, 
Sometimes tho laugh of children at tlioir play, 
Amidst the quaint, old gardens. But tliese sights 
Were in tlie suburbc of tlio wealtliy towns. 
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For many a day through wildernesses rank, 
Or marshy, fovcrouH meadow-lands ho fared, 
Tlio fiorco sun smithig his closc-mulUctl head ; 
Or 'midnt Uio Alpino gorges faced the stonUf 
Tlmt dravo odown the gidlios melted snow 
And clattering boulders from tlio mountain<topi» 
At times, between the mountains and tlio soa 
Fair proH|)ect8 opened, with the boundless stretch 
Of rcHtlcMS, tideless waters by his side, 
And their long wash u|M)n tho yellow sand* 
IWncath this generous sky tho country-folk 
Could lead a freer life, — tho fat, green fields 
OfTered rich pasturage, athwart tho air 
Rang tinkling cow-bells and the shepherds' pipei* 
Tho knight met many a strolling troubodouri 
Bearing his cithern, flute, or dulcimer; 
And oft beneath Fonio castle's balcony, 
At night, he heard their mellow voices rise, 
Blent with stringed instrumenti or tambourineei 
Chanting some lay as natural as a bird's. 
Then Nature stole with healthy intluence 
Into his thoughts ; his lovo of be.auty wokCf 
Ills Muso inspired dreams as in the [lost 
But after this came cruder remorso. 
And he would tighten round his loins tho ropet 
And lio for hours beside somo wayside crossi 
And feel himself unworthy to enjoy 
Tho splendid gift and privilego of life. 
Thon forth ho hurried, spurred by his desire 
To roach tho City of tlie Seven Hills, • 
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And |*aiii his aWliiiion. Somo leapfiics more 
Would bring him to ilio vofii Cainpngna hindf 
When by a road«ido well ho imuscd to rest 
n!*wafl noon, and reapers in tlio field hard bjr 
Lay 'neath tlio trees upon the sun-seorrheil grasst 
Ihit from their midst ono eamo towards the wellf 
Not trudging liko a man {ores)>cnt with toil. 
But frisking liko a child in holiday, 
With light, free ste]is* Tlio pilgrim watched him 

come. 
And found him scarcely older tlian a child, 
A largo-moutlied eartlien pitcher in his handy 
And a guitar upon liis shoidder slung. 
A wide straw hat tlirew all his face in shade^ 
Bat dofling \\\\^ to catrh whatever brccKO 
Miglit stir among tlio branches, ho disclosed 
A clianiiing bead of rippled, auburn hair, 
A frank, fair face, as lovely as a girKs, 
With great, soft eyes, as mild and grave as 

kino*s. 
Above his head be slipped the instniment. 
And laid it with his hat upon the turf. 
Lowered buv pitcher down the wcll-bead cool, 
And drew it dripping upward, ere he saw 
The watchful pilgrim, craving (as he Uiongbt) 
The precious draught. '* Your pardon, holy sir, 
Drink first," ho cried, *< before I take the jar 
Unto my fatlicr in the rcaping-fidd/' 
Touched by tlio cordial kindness of the lad. 
The pilgrim answered, -^ ^ Thanks, my thirst is 

quenched 
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From mino own palm." Hio itrangor defUy 

poiscti 
Tlio brimnung^ pitcher on hU licml, and tamed 
])ack to the rcaping-folk, while TannhUuser 
liookctl after him ocroM tho 8unny fields, 
Clnitpin;^ each hand about his wai»t to boar 
Tho balanced pitcher; llieni down glancing^ 

found 
Tlie lad*s guitar near by, and foil at onco 
To striking its tuned strings with wondoring 

hands, 
And pcnHivo eyes filled full of tender dreams* 
'* Yea, holy sir, it is a worthlcjis thing. 
And yet I love it, for I make it speak.*' 
Tlie boy a^ain stood by him, and dispelled 
His train of fantOMies half sweet, half sad. 
'*That was not in my thought," tlio knight re* 

plied. 
*' Its worth is nioro than rubies ; whoso hath 
Tho art to make this speak is raised thereby 
Above all loneliness or grief or fear." 
More to himself than to tho lad ho spake, 
Who, understanding not, stood doubtfully 
At loss for answer ; but tho knight went on ! 
"How came it in your hands, and who hath 

timed 
Your Toire to follow it" '* I am unskilled, 
Good father, but my mother smote its strings 
To musio rare." Diverted from one theme, 
Pleased with the winsome candor of tlie boy, 
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The kniglit eneoaragcd him to confidoneai 
Tlien his own gift of tninstrcUiy reyeftledy 
And told bright tales of his first wanderingSi 
When in lords* eastles and kings' palaces 
Men still made place for himi for in his land 
The gift was rare and valued at its worth. 
And brought great nctofj and soonding fame* 
Thus, in retracing all his pleasant youth, 
His saffering passed as thoogh it had not been. 
Wide-ejed and open-moiiibed the boy gave ear, 
His fair face flushing with the sodden thooghts 
That went and came,— then, as the pilgrim 

ccascdt 
Drew breath and spake: '^And where now is 

your lyre ? " 
The kiii};ht with boUi Imnds hid hb changed, 

white face, 
Crying aloud, '* Lost ! lost ! forever lost ! ** 
Tlicn, gathering strength, he bored his face again 
Unto the frightened, wondering boy, and rose 
With haiity fear. ''Ah, child, you bring mo 

back 
Unwitting to remembrance of my grief. 
For which I donned eternal garb of woe \ 
And yet I owe you tlianks for one sweet hour 
Of hcaltliy human intercourse and peace* 
T is not for mo to tarry by the way. 
Farrwell ! " Tlio impetuous, remorseful boy, 
Seeing Rliarp pain on tliat kind countenance. 
Fell at his feet and cried, ^ Forgive my words, 
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Witless bat innocent, and leave me not 
Without a blessing." Moved unuttorabljTi 
Tlie pilgrim kissed wiUi trembling lips his heodf 
And muttered, *' At this moment would to God 
Tliat I were worthy P' Then wared wasted 

hands 
Over the youtli in act of blessing him, 
But faltered, ** Cleanse me through his innocence, 
O heavenly Father I " and witli quickening steps 
Hastened away upon the rood to liome. 
The noon was past, tho reapers drew broad 

s^vaths 
With scythes sun-smitten 'midst the ripened erop* 
Thin shadows of tho aflornoon slept soft 
On tlie green meadows as Uie knight passed 

fortli. 



He trudged amidst the sea of poisonous flowers 
On the Campagna*s undulating plain, 
With Rome, tho many-stccplcil, many-toweredf 
Before him, rognant on her throne of hills. 
A thick blue cloud of haze overhung the town. 
But tho fast-sinking sun struck (lery light 
From shining crosses, roofn, and flashing domes* 
Across his path an arching bridge of stono 
Was raised above a shrunken yellow streanii 
Hurrying with tho light on every wave 
Towards the great town and outward to tlie sea« 
Upon tlie bridge's crest he paused, and leaned 
the barrier, throwing book hit eowl| 
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And c^ucd npon the dnll, nnloroljr flood 
Tliat was the Tibor. Quaggy banks by barOi 
Mudiljr and miry, glitloring in Uic Min, 
Ami myriad inaoei* boverod o*cr the rccdif 
Whose Utile, moint ii|is by listless airs wore 

stirrctL 
When tlie low son liad dro|i|iod behind the hiUs, 
He found himself witlun tlio streets of Rome, 
Walking as in a sleeps whero nanght seemed 

real. 
Tlie clattering Imbbob of tlie mnrkot^ilaee 
Was o%'cr now \ Imt voices smoto his ear 
Of gamikms citizens wlio jontlc^l |iAst 
Loud cricis gay langhtcr, snatclics of sweet song. 
The tinkling fountains set in gnnlcns cool 
About the pillared |mlaccii, and blent 
With trickling of the coiMliiits in tlic squares, 
Tlio miiny tcanm within the narrow streets, -» 
All tlicM.* the Ktranj^r heanl and did not hear, 
While ringing belln |>ealetl out alwvo the town. 
And calm gray twilight nkies stretchetl orcr it 
Wide o]N*n stood Uie diNirs of every church. 
And tliroiigh tlio |iorchcs |iressed a streaming 

tlirong. 
Vague womlcrmcnt peq>1exed liim, at the sight 
Of broken columns raised to Jupiter 
Ilcffide Uio croiw, immense cathedrals reared 
lT|ion a dead faitlfs ruins ; all tlio whirl 
And eager buittlo of the liring town 
Filling the storied streets, whose rery stonee 
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Were Bolonin monutnontSf nml 8|iako of death. 
Although ho wrestled witli himself, iho thought 
Of that |)oor, jYast religion iinote his lioari 
With a huge pity and deep iiyni|mthy, 
Doyond tho fervor which the Church inapirod. 
Whero was tho noblo raco who ruled tho worldy 
^[oiildod of purest elemenU, and studod 
With sternest virtues, every man a king, 
AVcaring tho purple native in his heart ? 
Theso lounging beggars, stealthy monki and 

2)ricMU(, 
And womanish patricians flllod their place. 
Thus Tannhiiuser, still half nn infidel, 
Pagan through mind and Christian through tho 

heart, 
Faroil thoughtfully with wandering, aimlftftt 

steps. 
Till in tho dying glimmer of tho day 
lie raised his eyes and found himself alone 
Amid the ruined arches, broken sliaftSy 
And huge arena of tho Coliseum, 
lie did not see it as it was, dim-lit 
By something loss tlmn day and more than 

night. 
With wan reflections of tho rising moon 
Rather divined than seen on ivied walls, 
And cnimblod battlements, and topless col- 
umns^ 
But by the light of all the ancient days, 
Ringed with keen eager faces, living eyes, 
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Fixed on the eirens with a tarage joj, 

TThere bramlifthcd iwords flashed white, and hn* 

man blood 
Streamed o*er the thinty dost, and Death was 

king. 
He ilartod, dioddering, and drew breath to tee 
The fool pit ehoked with weeds and tnmUed 

stones. 
The cross raised nddmost, and the peaeefol 

moon 
Shining o*cr all ; and fell npon his knees, 
Rcstore<l to faith in one wise, loring God. 
Day followed dnj, and still lie bode in Rome, 
Waiting his audience with the Cardinal, 
And from the gates, on pretext frirolous, 
Passed daily forth, -» his Emincncy slept, — 
Again, his Kniinency was fatigued 
By tedious sessions of the Paiial court, 
And thus the patient pilgrim was referred 
Unto a later hour. At last the page 
Bore him a missive with Filippo*s seal, 
That in his name commended TannhHoser 
Unto the Pope. Tlie worn, discouraged knight 
Read the brief scroll, then sadly forth again, 
Along the bosky alleys of tlie park, 
Passed to tlie glare and noise of summer streets. 
^ Good God I " he muttered, ** Thou hast ears 

for all. 
And sendest help and comfort t yet these men, 
Thy saintly ministers, most deek themselTee 
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lie toll a (loptli ot clear Horomly, 

Unrunied in his lioart bcnoalli it all. 

No outward objiM-t now had larllitT ])0wcr 

To wound him tlioro* for brooding o'er those 

clcqtti 
01 vast contrition was a boundless ho|>c. 

Yet not to Icavo a human chance untriedy 
lie sought tho absolution of tho Po]>e. 
In a groat hall with airy galleries, 

! Tlirongcd with high dignitaries of tho Giorchi 

IIo took his scat amidst tlio humblest friars. 
Through open windows came sweet garden 

J smells. 

Bright morning light, and twittcreil song of 

binls. 
Around tho hall flashed gold and sunlit gems, 
And splendid wealth of color, — white - stoled 

priests, 
And scarlet cardinals, and bishops clad 
In violet vestments, -» wliilo beneath the shade 
Of tlio high gallery huddled dusky sliapes, 

'i With faded, travel-tattered, sombre smocks. 
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Some, doTOtcet to kits the saered feet 
Hie brassy U^re of trumpets smote the air, 
Shrill pipes and horns with swelling elamor 

camcy 
And through the doorway's wide-stretched tapet- 

trics 
Ptoicd the Po|io*8 trampctcrs and maeo-boarersi 
His vergers bearing slender silver wnndsi 
Hien mitred Iiishoiis, re<1-e1ml canlinalsi 
The stalwart Pa|ial Guard with halbenb raised. 
And then, witli white head erowned witli gold in- 

gcnimcfl, 
Tlie vicar of the lowly Galilean, 
Holding his pastoral rod of smooth-hewn wood, 
AVith ccnscnt swung before aud peacock fans 
Waved constantly by imges, cither side. 
Attended thus, tliey bore him to his Uirone, 
And priests and laymen fell npon their knees. 
Tlicn, after pause of brief and silent prayer, 
Tlic pilgrims singly through tlie hall defiled, 
To kiss the borders of tlie ]>n|ml skirts, 
Smiting their foreheads on the pnven stone ; 
Some silent, abject, some accusing them 
Of venial sins in accents of remorse, 
Craving his grace, and passing pardoned forth. 
Sir Tannliiiuser came last, no need for him 
To cry '* Peccavi," and crook suppliant knees. 
His gray head rather crashed than bowed, his 

face 
Livid and wasted, his deep thooghtfol eyeOi 
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Ilii tall g^unt form in tlioso nnseemljr weedsi 
Spako more than eloquence* His hollow voico 
Brake silence, saying, *' I am TannlUlaser. 
For seven years I lived apart from men* 
Within the Vcnnsberg.*' A horror seised 
The assembled folk ; some turbuleiitljr rote ; 
Some clamored, *' From the presence cast him 

forth ! " 
Ihit the kni{;ht never ceased his steady gaxo 
Upon the Po|)e. At last, — '< I liavo not spoken 
To bo condcnmcd,*' he said, << by such M these. 
Thoui spiritual Father, answer me. 
Look thou upon mo with the eyes of Christ 
Can I through expiation gain my shrift* 
And work mine own redemption ? " *' Insolent 

man ! " 
Thundered the outraged Pope, '* is this the tone 
Wherewitli thou dost parade tliy loathsome sin ? 
Down on thy knees, and wallow on the earth I 
Nay, rather go ! there is no ray of hopoi 
No gleam, through cycles of eternity. 
For the redemption of a soul like thine. 
Yea, sooner shall my pastoral rod branch forth 
In leaf and blossom, and green shoots of spring, 
Than Christ will pardon thee." And m ho 

8]M>ke, 
He struck the rod upon the floor with force 
That gave it entrance 'twixt two loosened tiles» 
So that it stood, fast-rooted and alone. 
The knight saw naught, he only heard hie ji 
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Ring forth his eiine8« and the coort erj oot 
** Anathema! ** and kmd, and blent thorewitbf 
Derisive langhtor in tlie verj hall, 
And a wild voice that thrilled through flesh and 

heart: 
** Once being mintj than art forever mime I ^ 
Ilalf-mad he clasped both liands upon his brow. 
Amidst the storm of vcrfces, till they diedy 
And all was silence, save the reckless song 
Of a yoong bird upon a twig without. 
Then a defiant, ghastly face he raised, 
And shrieked, ^Tis fdsel I am no looger 

Uiino ! *' 
And tliroagh the windows open to the park. 
Rushed forth, beyond the sight and sound of 
men* 

By church nor palace paused ho, till he passed 
All squares and streets, and crossed the bridge of 

stone, 
And stood alone amidst the broad expanse 
Of the Caropagna, twinkling in the heat 
He knelt u|H>n a knoll of turf, and snapped 
The cord that held the cross about liis neck, 
And far from him the leaden burden flung. 
** O God I I tlumk Thee, that my faitli in Tliee 
Sulisists at last, through all discouragements. 
Between us must no type nor symbol stand. 
No mediator, were he more divine 
Than the i ncarna t e Christ All forms, all priests, 
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I part aside, luid liold commanion fro« 
lloiicatli Uto empty sky of nooii, vitli niut^t 
Iktncen vay nothingness and tliy bigb lu» 

?ens — 
Spirit with spirit. 0, have mercy, God I 
Cleanse mo from lust and bitterness luul prkUi 
Have mercy in accordonco witli my faith." 
Long time lio Iny upon the scorching grasst 
AVitli liis face buried iu tlio tangled weeds. 
All ! wlio can tell tiio struggles of Iiis soul 
Against its demons in tluit sacred hoar, 
The solitude, the anguigli, the remono? 
Wlicn eluulows long and tliin lay on the groond, 
Kliivcring witli fever, helpless ho arose, 
But with a face divine, ineffable. 
Such oa we dream tlio face of Israel, 
IVIten tlie Lord's wrestling angel, at gray dawn, 
Dlcsscd Iiim, and disapiKorod. 

Uiwn the marahi 
All night, ho wandered. Btriving to emerge 
From the wild. ]HitlilesB plain, — now limitlesa 
And colorless beneath the risen moon ; 
Outstretching lilie a sea, with landmarks noD«, 
8avo broken aqueducts and iHira[>ets, 
And ruined columns {glinting 'nooth the moon. 
His dress was dank and clinging witli the dew| 
A tlioiisand insects lluttercd o'er his hood, 
Witli buzz and drone ; unseen cicadas chirped 
Among llie long, rank gross, and far and near 
The Sre-flies ^ckered through the iammer air. 
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Vaga« thonghti and gtoains prophotio iUlod Us 

bmiiu 
** Aby twA I " ho masody *^io look for help from 

men. 
Had UiGy Uio will to aid, they lack tho power* 
In mine own flcftk and soul tlie sin had birth, 
Throagh mine own anguish it must be atoned. 
Our saTiours are not saints and ministers^ 
But tea^etrung women, cliildrcn soft of hearty 
Or fellow-tuflfercrs, who, by some chance wordy 
Some glance of comfort, save us from despair* 
These I liave found, Uuuik heaven I to strengthen 

trust 
In mine own kind, when all tho world grew dark* 
Alako mo not proud in spirit, my God I 
Yea, in thy sight I am ono mass of sin. 
One black an<l foul corruption, yet I know 
3Iy frailty is exceeded by thy love. 
Noitlier is tin's tlio slender straw of hope, 
AVliereto I, drowning, cling, but firm bclicfy 
Tliat fills my inmost soul with vast content* 
As surely as (he hollow faitlis of old 
Shriveled to dust lieforo ono ray of Truthy 
So will tlieso modem tcnqilcs pass away, 
riled upon rotton doctrines, baseless forms, 
And man will look in liis own breast for helpy 
Yea, search for comfort his own inward roinsy 
Revere liimMolf, and find tho (Sod witliin* 
Patience and patience I ^ Through the sleeplese 

night 



.1 
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Ho held such thoapfhU ; at times bcforo his oyet 

Flaxhoil gliinpHcs o£ ilio Church that was to boy 

SuUIimoly siinplo in Uio light scrono 

Of future ap^cs ; then the vision changed 

To tlie PoiH)*8 liall, tiirongcd with high priostty 

who hurled 
Tlieir curses on him. Staggering, he awoke 
Unto the truth, and found himself alone^ 
Beneath the awful stars. When dawn's first 

chill 
Ci*ept through the shivering grass and hoavjr 

loaves, 
GuMy and overcome, ho fell and slept 
Upon the <1ripping weeds, nor dreamed nor 

stirred, 
Until the wide ])lain baskoil in noon's broad light 
He dragged his weary frame some paces morOf 
Unto a solitary herdsman's hut, 
Whicli, in the vagueness of the moonlit nighty 
Was touched with linos of beauty, till it grow 
Fair as the ruined works of ancient art, 
Now squat and hideous with its wattled roofy 
Decaying timbers, and loose door wide opedy 
Half-fallen from the hinge. A drowsy many 
Bearded and burnt^ in shepherd habit lay, 
Stretched on tho floor, slow •munching, half 

asleep. 
His frugal fare ; for thus, at blaxo of noon, 
Tlie shepherds sought a shelter from the sun. 
Leaving their vigilant dogs boside their flock* 
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Tho kniglit cnved drink and brendf and witli 

IC8]>0Ct 

For pilgrim weeds, tiie Boman lierclftman itirred 
lib laxy length, and shared witli him his nieid« 
Refreshed and calm, Sir Tannhiinser passed 

forth. 
Yearning with morbid faney onee again 
To see the kind faee of the minstrel bojr 
lie met besido the well. At set of sim 
lie reached the pbee ; the reaping-folk were 

gone. 
The day's toil over, yet he took his seat 
A milking-girl with laden backets full. 
Came slowly from tlio pasture, paosed and drank* 
From a near cottage ran a ragged boy, 
And filled his woollen p.iil, and to his home 
Hctiimed across tlio licIdH. A herdsman came. 
And drank and gave lus dog to drink, and 

paraed, 
Greeting Uio holy man who sat there still, 
Awaiting. But liis feeble pulso beat high 
AVhcn ho <1cMricd at lont a youUiful form. 
Crossing the field, a pitcher on his head, 
Advancing towonls the well. Yea, tliis was he. 
The same grave eyes, and open, girlifih face* 
But he saw not, amidst tlie landscape brown. 
The knight*8 brown figure, who, to win his ear, 
Asked tlie loirs name. ** My name is Salrator, 
To serve yon, sir,** ho carelessly replied. 
With eyes and hands intent upon his jar, 
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Drimming ond babbling. Tlion ho east one 

glanco 
Upon his questioner, and left tlio well, 
Crying with keen and sadden sympatliy, 
" Good Father, pardon mo, I knew yon not 
Ah ! you have travelled overmueh : yoar foot 
Are grimed with mad and wet, year &ee is 

changed, 
Your hands aro dry with fovor." But the 

knight : 
'< Nay, as I look on thee, I think the Lord 
Wills not that I should suffer any more." 
'*Thon yoa have saffered much," sighed Sal* 

vator. 
With wondering pity. **Yovl must oome with 

mo ; 
My father knows of you, I told him all. 
A knight and minstrel who cast by his lyre. 
His health and fame, to give himself to Gody — 
Yonrs is a lifo indeed to be desired I 
If you will lio with us this night, our homo 
Will verily bo blcsHcd.*' By kindness enishod. 
Wandering in sense and words, Uio broken 

knight 
Resisted naught, and let himself be led 
To tiie boy*s home. Tlie outcast and accursed 
Was welcomed now by kindly human hands ; 
Once more his blighted spirit was revived 
By contact with refreshing innoconco* 
TherOi when the morning broke upon the worldf 
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Tho hiiinUo hotU no longer knew Uioir gaoit 
Hit ficiililjr wGcdii of sin forovor dolTccI, . 
Taniihiittter lajr and smiled, for in the night 
The angel eame who brings eternal peaee^ 



Far into Wartbarg, Uiroogh all Italy, 
In every town tlio Pope sent messengers, 
Hiding in farious haste i among Uiem, ono 
Who bore a branch of diy wood burst in bloom ; 
The pastoral rod had borne green shoots of 

spring, 
And leaf and blossom* God b mercif oL 



Kent. ^ In Rplt« of my nnwl!1lnp7HNiii to Imply any 
poMiblo belief of mine that the procodlnff nnrliymod iwr- 
nUWet can enter into cmnpotltion with Uio elabomto 
poeme of ilie author of " The Earthly ParadiM," yet tho 
■imilarity of aubjectJi, and the impnlaUon of plAffiAriam 
already made In private eirolea, iodnoe me to remark 
that ** Admetot ** waa completed before the publication 
of the ** Lots of Alecstis,*' sad ** TamihJiwor *' before 
the ** imi ol VtBHk'* 

XmmaLaiibus. 




Ti(B litUo and tho groat oro joinnl in on* 

By God'i groat furco. Tlio vonilraiu goldea 

li linhoil unUi tlio f;]ow-wonn'i tiny aparki 
TIio onglo loan to licavoii in liio fliglit t 
And in titoao roalnw of iipaco, all botlicd ia Ughl* 
Sou aoDO oxcopt tlio coglo and tlu Urki 
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Gkay oartli. gray mint, ipray ikj i 
Tliroiigk vaiHira hurrying by, 
Largor tlinn wunt, on liigli 

I<1«alH tlio liuriicd, yoUov moon. 
CI I ill aira arc fnintly atirrod, 
And far awny ia IioanI, 
Of autiio frc«li-<iwnl(ciiod bird, 

Tlio ([uoruloua, aliriU tunc* 

Tlw dark mint liidoii tlio face 
Of tlio dim land : no Iroco 
Of rock or river's jiloco 

In tlio ihisk nir is ilrnwn ) 
But dripiiing gnwB siuolU aweett 
And ruatling branctica tnoot] 
And sounding vatcrs greet 

The alow, Hnre, sacred dawn> 
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Pant ii tko loiif; black night, 
With iu keen lighiiilnga white, 
Tliiimler and floods : now Ii|;lit 

Tlw fi^iminering kw cant streaki. ^ 

The dense clouds part : between 
Their jagged rents are seen 
Pale readies bine and green, 

As the miric curtain breaks^ 



Abore the shadowy worM, 
Still more and more unfnrledy 
The gathered mists U|>curlcd 

Like pliantoms melt and 
In elearH^lincure rerealedi 
Brown wood, gray stream, dark field t 
Fresh, healthy oclorn yichl j 

Wet furrows, flowers, and grass. 

Tlie sudden, splendid gleam 
Of one tliin, golden beam 
Slioots from the feathered rim 

Of yon hill crowned with woods* 
Down its embowered side, 
As living waters slide, 
So the great morning tide 

Follows in sunny floods* 

From bunh and hedge and tree 

Joy, unrestrained and free, n 

Breaks forth in melody. 
Twitter and chirp and song : 
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Alive tho foetal air 
With gouxo-wiiigod eroatarof fafa% 
That ilickcr ovcrywhorOf 
Dart, poisoi and flash obng* 

TIio shining mists aro gone. 
Slight films of gold swift-blown 
Boforo the strong, bright ion 

Or tho dccp-colorcd sky : 
A world of lifo and glow 
Sparklos and basks boloWf 
Wlioro tlio soft moads a-row. 

Hoary witli dow-fall, lie. 

Docs not Uio morn break thos. 
Swift, bright, victorious, 
Witli now skies cleared for osy 

Over the soul storm-tost ? 
Her night was long and deep. 
Strange visions vexed her sloopy 
Strange sorrows bade her weep t 

Her faith in dawn was lost 
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No lialt, no rest for her, 
Tlie immortal wanderer 
From sphere to higher spheroy 

Toward the pure source of day* 
Tlio new light shames her fearty 
Her faithlessness, her tearSf 
As the new sun appears 

To light her godlike way* 
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I OITB God thanks that I» a lean old man, 
Wrinkled, infirm, and erippled with keen pains 
By anstere penance and conttnaoos toil, 
K«y«r rest in spirit, and possess ^ the peace 
Which passeth nnderstanding.** Th' end draws 

nigh, 
Tboagh the heginning is as yesterday, 
And a broad lifetime spmds 'iwixt this and 

that— 
A farorefl life, though outwardly the batt 
Of ignominy, malice, and affront. 
Yet lighted from within by Uio dear star 
Of a high aim, and graciously prolonged 
To see at lost its utmost goal attained. 
I speak not of mine Order and my House, *- 

Here founded by my hands and filled with 

saints — 
A white society of snowy souls, 
Swayed by my roice, by mine example led ; 
For this is but the natural hanrest retyped 
From labors such as mine wlien blessed by God. 
Tlioagh I rejoice to think my spirit still 
Will work my purposes, through wortliy hands, 
After my bones are shrireled into dust. 
Yet have I gleaned a finer, sweeter fruit 
Of holy satisfaction, sure and real, 
Though subtler than the tissue of the air— 
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The power completely to detach the soul 
Fi*om her comiNinion tlirough this lifoi thA fleah; 
So that in blessed privacy of peacey 
Communing with high angels^ she can holdf 
Serenely rapt, her solitary eoorse. 

Ye know, O saints of heayen, what I haT» 

borne 
Of discipline and scourge ; the twisted lash 
Of knotted rope that striped my slirinking limhf | 
Vigils and fasts protracted, till my flesh 
Wasted and crumbled from mine aching boneSf 
And tlie last skin, one woof of pain and soreSf 
Tlicrcto like yellow jmrchment loosely clang ; 
Exposure to the fever and the frost. 
When 'mongst tlie hollows of the hills I lurked 
From |)ersccution of misguided folk. 
Accustoming my spirit to ignore 
Tlie burden of the cross, while picturing 
The bliss of disembodied souls, tlie grace 
Of holiness, the lives of sainted men. 
And entertaining all exalted thoughts, 
Tliat nowise touched the trouble of the honr. 
Until the grief and i)ain seemed far less real 
Tlian Uie creations of my brain inspired. 
Tlie vbion, the beatitude, were true : 
TIio agony was but an evil dream. 
I speak not now as one who hath not learned 
Tlie purport of those lightly-bandied wordsy 
Evil and FatOf but rather one who knows 
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Tho thundert of tho terrors of tlie woilcL 
No morUl duuieo or chango, no earthly ihoekf 
Can moTO or reach my soul, sccnrely throned 
On heights of contcnpktion and eahn prayeTf 
Happji serene, no less with actual joy 
Of present peace than buth in joys to come. 

This soft, sweet, yellow ercning, how the trees 
Stand crisp against the clear, bright^ci^red slqr I 
How the white monntain-tops distinctly shinoi 
Taking and giving radiance, and the dopes 
Are porpled with rich floods of peach-hned lightl 
Thank God, my filmy, old dislnstred eyes 
Find tJie same sense of exquisite delight, 
BIy heart vibrates to Uie same touch of yiy 
In scenes like tliis, as when my pulse danced 

hijcli, 
And yontli coursed through my reins ! This the 

one link 
That binds tlie wan old man that now I am 
To the wild kid who followed up the hounds 
Among Rarenna's pine-woods by the sea. 
For there how oft would I lose all delight 
In tlie pumuit, the triumph, or the game. 
To stray alone among tlio shadowy glades, 
And gaze, as one who is not satisfied 
With gazing, at the large, bright, breathing sea, 
Tlie forest glooms, and shifting gleams between 
Tlie fine dark fringes of tlie fadeless trees, 
Ou gold-green tnrf, sweet4Mier, and wild pink 

rose! 






^fm 
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How rich tluit buoyant air with changing teent 
Of pungent pinoi fresh flowers, and salt eool 

8008 1 

And when all echoes of tho cliaso Iiad dicdf 
Of horn and halloo, bells and baying lioundsi 
How mine oars drank Uie ripplo of tho tide 
On tliat fair shore, tho chirp of unseen birdSf 
Tho rustling of tho tangled undorgrowtli, 
And the deep lyric murmur of tlio piuesi 
When through their high tops 8we|)t the sodden 

breeze ! 
There was my world, tiicre would my heart 

dilate. 
And my aspiring soul dissolve in prayer 
Unto tiiat Spirit of Lovo whose energies 
Were activo round me, yet whose presenoei 

sphered 
In tlie unsearchable, unbodied air, 
Mode itself felt, but reigned invisible* 
This ere tho day i\voX from my past divides 
My present, and that made mo what I am. 
Still can I sec tlie hot, bright sky, tho sea 
inimitably s|mrkling, as they showed 
Tlmt morning. Though I deemed I took no 

noto 
Of heaven or oarlli or waters, yet my mind 
Iletains to-day tho vivid i)ortraituro 
Of every lino and feature of tho scone. 
Light-hearted 'midst tho dewy lanes I fared 
Unto tho sea, whoso jocund gleam I caught 
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Bciwoen tho slim boles, wbon I heartl Um dink 
Of naked weaiwns, Uion a sadden tlinist 
Sickening to hear, and then a siiilod groan ; 
And presiiing forward I boheld Uie sight 
lliat pcareil itself for ever on my brain -» 
My kinsman, Ser llanieri, on tho tarf, 
Fallen oiion his side, his brigiit jroang head 
Among the pino-spnrs, and his cheok pressed 

close 
Unto tho moist, eliill sod : his fingers dntehed 
A handfnl of loose weeds and grass and earth| 
Uprooted in his anguish as he fell, 
And slowly from lus heart the tldek 

flowe<l, 
Fooling the green, leaving the fair, sweet faee 
Ghastly, transparent, with bine, stony eyes 
Staring in blankncss on that other one 
AVho triumphed over him. With hot desire 
Of instant vengeance I unsheathed my sword 
To rush U|x>n the slayer, when he turned 
In his first terror of blood-guiltint 



Within my heart a something snapped and 

brake. 
What was it but the chord of rapturous Joy 
For ever stilled ? I tottered and would fall, 
Ilad I not leaned against the friendly pine ; 
For all realities of life, unmoored 
From their firm anchorage, appeared to float 
Like hollow phantoms past my ditsy hram. 
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TIio strango dolusion wrought upon mj ioul 

That this had been enacted agcf since. 

Hiis very horror curdled at my heart. 

This net of trees spread roondi these lion 

heavenSf 
Were closing over me when I Iiad stoodf 
Unnumbered cycles bock, and fronted him^ 
]^Iy father ; and lie felt mine eyes as now, 
Yet saw me not ; and then, as now, tliat fonUt 
llio one tiling real, lay stretched between as both* 
The fancy passed, and I stood sane and strong 
To grasp the tnith. Then I remembered aU-« 
A few fierce words between them yester oto 
Concerning some poor plot of poaturagei 
Soon silenced into courteous, frigid calm : 
This was the end. I could not meet him nowy 
To curse him, to accuse him, or to save, 
And draw him from the red entanglement 
Coiled by his own hands round his mined life. 
God pardon mo I My heart tliat moment held 
No drop of pity toward this wretched soul ; 
And cowering down, as tliough his guilt w«re 

mine, 
I fled amidst the savage silences 
Of that grim wood, resolved to nurse alone 
My boundless desolation, shame, and grief. 

There, in that thick -leaved iwUighl of high 
noon. 
The quiet of the stilli suspended air. 




PH 
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Once more mj wuideriiig thoaghti were eabi^jr 

nuigedf 
Sliepherded bj mj wSL I wept, I prajed 
A toleiiiii prayer, conceired in agon j,' 
Bleased with response instant, miraodoas ; 
For in thai boor mj spirit was at one 
Wiih Him who knows and satisfies her needs. 
The supplication and the blessing sprang 
From the same sonreo, inspired divinely both. 
I prayed for light, self-knowledge, guidaneey 

troth. 
And these like hearenly manna were rained 

down 
To feed my hungered souL His guilt was mine. 
What angel had been sent to stay mine arm 
Until tlio fateful moment jmsscd away 
Tliat would liave ushered an eternity 
Of withering romorAo ? I found Uio germs 
In mine own heart of OTery human sm, 
TluU waited but occasion's tcm|>ting breath 
To orergrow witli poisoned bloom my life. 
"What God Uius far luid sared mo from myself ? 
Hero was Uio lofty truth roTcaled, that each 
^[nst feel himself in all, must know where'er 
The great soul acts or suffers or enjoys. 
His proper soul in kinsliip there b bound. 
Then my life-purpose dawned upon my mind. 
Encouraging as morning. As I lay, 
Crushed by the weight of nnirersal lore. 
Which mme own dMmgfats had heaped open 

myself, 
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I heard tho dear chime of a slow, sweet belL 
I know it — whence it came and what it sang. 
From tlio gray convent nigh tlio wood it pealedt 
And called tho monks to prayer. Vigil and 

prayer, 
Clean lives, wliito days of strict austerity : 
Such were the offerings of these holy saints. 
How far might such not tend to expiate 
A riotous world*8 indulgence ? Here my life^ 
Doubly austere and doiiMy sanctifiedi 
flight even for that other one atono. 
So hound to mine, till both should be forgiven. 

They sheltered me, not questioning the need 
Tluit led mo to their cloistered solitude. 
How rich, how freighted with pure inflaeneOy 
"With dear security of perfect ])eaco, 
Was tho first day I passc<l witliin tliose walls I 
Tlio holy Imbit of por])etual prayer, 
Tlio gentle greetings, tho rare temjiorate speeehf 
Tho chastening discipline, the atmosphere 
Of settled and profound tranquillity. 
Were even as living waters unto one 
Who i>erislieth of tliirst Was Uiis the world 
That yestertlay seemed one huge battlefleld 
For brutish passions ? Could tho sool of man 
Withdraw so easily, and erect apart 
Her own fair temple for her own high ends ? 
But Uiis serene contentment slowly waned 
As I discerned the broad disparity 



^ 
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Betwixt tho form and spirit of tho laws 
Tliat bonnd the order in strait brotlierliood* 
Yet when I songht to gain a larger loTe, 
More rigid disciplinoi soToror truth. 
And more eoni|ileto sarrendor of tlte soul 
Unto her God, thb was to mj roproaeht 
And scoffs and gibes besot me on all sides. 
In mine own cell I mortified mj flesh, 
I held aloof from all my brethren's feasts 
To wrestle with mj riewless enemies. 
Till they should leave their blessing on mj head | 
For nightly was I haunted by that face, 
"White, bloodless, as I saw it 'midst the ferns. 
Now staring out of darkness, and it held 
Mine eyes from slumber and my brain from rest 
And drove me from my straw to weep and pray* 
Rclicllious thoughts such subtle torture wrought 
Upon my npirit Uiat I lay day-long 
In dumb dcupair, until tho blessed hope 
Of mercy dawned again upon my soul, 
As gradual as tlie slow gold moon that mounts 
Tlie airy 8te))s of heaven. My faith arose 
With sure perception that disaster, wrong, 
And every shadow of man's destiny 
Are merely circumstance, and cannot toueh 
The souFs fine essence : they exist or die 
Only as she affirms them or 



This faith sustains me even to the ends 
It floods my heart with peaoe as sorely bow 
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An on that day tlio friani droTO me forth. 
Urging that my asceticism, too honh, 
Endured through pride, would bring into 

preach 
Their customs and thoir order. Then began 
My exile in the mountains, where I bode 
A hunted man. llio elements conspired 
Against me, and I was the seasons' iport. 
Drenched, parched, and scorched and frosen 

alternately. 
Burned witli shrewd frosts, prostrated by fievoe 

heats, 
Shirering 'neath chilling dews and gusty rainSf 
And buftcted by all the winds of hoayen. 
Yet was tliis period my time of joy : 
^ly daily thoughts jicrpetual converse held 
'With angels ministrant ; mine ears were channed 
With sweet accordance of celestial sounds. 
Song, harp and choir, dear ringing through the 

air. 
And visions were revealed unto mine eyes 
By night and day of Heaven's very courts, 
In shadowless, undimmed magnificence. 
I gave Grod thanks, not that He sheltered me^ 
And fed me as He feeds the fowls of air— - 
For hod I perished, this too had been well — * 
But for the revelation of His truth, 
Tlie glory, the beatitude vouchsafed 
To exalt, to heal, to quicken, to inspire ; 
So that the pinched, lean excommunicate 



^ 
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Was crowned with joj more solidi more leeiiref 
Tlian all the comfort of tho Tales could bring. 
Then the good Lord touched certain fenrid 

hearts, 
AK[Hring toward His loye, to come to me^ 
Timid and few at first ; hut as tliey heard 
From mine own lips tlie precioos oraclesi 
Tliat soothed tlie trouble of tlicir souls, appeased 
Tlicir spiritual hunger, and disclosed 
All of the God witliin them to themselyesy 
llicj flocked about me, and tlicy hailed me sainti 
And swaro to follow and to senro the good 
Which mj word published and my life declared* 
Thus tho lone hermit of the mountain-top 
Descended leader of a band of saints, 
And midway *twixt the summit and the Tale 
I perched my convent Yet I bated not 
One whit of strict restraint and abstinence. 
And they who loye me and who senre tlie truth 
Have learned to suffer witli me, and haye won 
The supreme joy tliat is not of the flesh, 
Foretasting the delights of Paradise. 
Tlib faith, to them imparted, will endure 
After my tongue hath ceased to utter it, 
And the great peace hath settled on my sooL 
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AFTERNOON. 

Small, 8ha])ole88 drifts of doad 
Sail slowly northward in the 8oft>haed skj. 
With bluo liolf- tints and rolling Baminiti 
bright, 
By the late sun caressed ; slight luizes shroud 
All things ufar ; shincth each leaf anigh 
With its own warmtli and light 

O'erblown by Southland airsi 
The summer landscape basks in utter peace : 
In lazy streams the lazy clouds are seen ; 
Low hills, broad meadows, and large, dear •cut 
squares 
Of ripening com-fields, rippled by the breesai 
With shifting shade and sheen. 

Hark I and you may not hear 
A sound less soothing tlian tlie rustle cool 

Of swaying leaves, the steady wiry drone 
Of unseen crickets, sudden chirpings clear 
Of happy birds, the tuikle of the pool. 
Chafed by a single stone* 

Wliat vagne, delicious dreams, 
Bom of this golden hour of afternoon. 

And air balm-freighted, fill the soul with bliss, 
Transpierced like yonder clouds with lustroua 
gleams, 
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FknUstie, brief as they, andi like tfaeniy wpan 
Of gilded nolhingneM I 

All things are well with her. 
*Ti8 good to be aliye, to see the light 

That plays apon tlio grass, to feel (and sigh 
With perfect plcarare) the mild breeies stir 
Among the garden roses, red and whitOf 
With whiffs of f ragraney. 



There is no trooblons thooghty 
No painful memory, no graye regret. 

To roar tho sweet suggestions of the hour: 
The soul, at pdice, reflects the peace withoati 
Forgetting grief as sunset skies forget 
The morning's transient shower. 



PHANTASIES 
(aftbb bobkxt scbukajiji). 

I. ETENINO. 

Rest, beauty, stillness : not a waif of cloud 
From gray-blue east sheer to the yellow west — 
No film of mist tho utmost slopes to shroud. 

Tlie eartli lies grave, by quiet airs caressed, 
And shepherdcth her sliadows, but each stream. 
Free to the sky, b by that glow pos s essed , 
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And traileth with the splendors of a dream 
Athwart the duskj kuid. Uplift tliine ejTM I 
Unbroken by a vapor or a gloanii 

The rast clear reach of mild, waii twilight tldaa. 
But look again, and lo, the eyoning f tar I 
Against tlie pale tints black'tlie slim elms rise^ 

« 

The earth exhales sweet odors nigh and fsTy 
And from the heavens fine inflaences falL 
Familiar things stand not for what they ar«t 

What they suggest, foreshadow, or recall 
Tlio spirit is alert to apprehend. 
Imparting somewliat of herself to alL 

Labor and thought and care are at an end ; 

The soul is filled with gracious reveries, 

And with her mood soft sounds and colors Uend { 

For simplest sounds ring forth like melodies 
In diis weird-lighted air — the monotone 
Of some far bell, the distant farmyard crieSf 

A barking dog, the tliin, persistent drone 
Of crickets, and tlio lessoning call of birds* 
Tho ap|)arition of yon star alone 

Breaks on the sense like music. Beyond words 
The peace that floods the soul, for night is horoy 
And Beanty still is guide and harbinger. 
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n. AflPiBATioir. 

Dtfk li€8 tho etrth, and hA^^ with woridt Hie 

skj: 
Tliat tof ly large, lustrous star, that first ooi* 

shone, 
Stni holds OS spelled with potent soreeij. 



ting, shrinking, lightening, it hath won 
Our spirit with its strange strong infloenee^ 
And sways it as the tides beneath the moon. 

What impolse this, o'ennastering heart and 

sense? 
Exalted, tlmllcd, the freed soul fain wooU 

soar 
Unto that point of shining prominence, 

Craring new fields and some nnheard-of shore, 
Yea, all the heavens, for her activity, 
To mount with daring flight, to hover o'er 

Low hills of earth, flat meadows, level sea. 
And earthly joy and trooblo. In tlus hour 
Of waning light and soond, of mystery, 

Of shadowed love and beanty-reilbd power. 
She feels her wings: she yearns to grasp her 

own, 
Knowing the utmost good to be her dower. 
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A dream ! a dream ! for at a toach 't b gone. 
O mocking spirit I thy mere fools are we, 
Unto the depths from heights celestial throwB. 

From these blind gropings toward realitji 
This thirst for trutiiy this most pathetic need 
Of something to aplifty to jnstifyy 

To help and comfort while we faint and Ueed, 
Maj we not draw, wrung from the last da* 

spair, 
Some argument of hope, some blessed creed, 

That we can trust the faith which whispers 

prayer, 
The vanishings, tlie ecstasy, the gleam. 
The nameless aspiration, and the dream? 

m. WHEREFORE? 

Deep languor OTorcomoUi mind and frame i 
A listless, drowsy, utter weariness, 
A trance wherein no thought finds speech or 
name, 

Tlie oTcrstraindd spirit doth possess. 

She sinks with drooping wing— poor unfledged 

bird, 
That fain had flown! —in fluttering breathless- 

ness. 



^ 
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To what end those high hopes thai wildly tUired 
The beating heart with asptrationi Tain ? 
Whjr proffer prayers nnanswerod and nnheard 

To Uanky deaf hearens that will not heed her 

pain? 
Where lead these lofty, soaring tendoneios. 
That leap and fly and poise, to fall again. 

Yet seem to link her with the ntmost shies ? 
What mean these clinging loyee that bind to 

earth, 
And claim her with beseeching, wistful eyes ? 

Tills little resting-place *twixt death and birth, 

'Why in it frcitotl witli the ecasclciis flow 

Of flood and ebb, wiUi overgrowth and dearth, 

And Text witli dreams, and clouded witli strange 

woe? 
Ah I she is tired of thoaght, she yearns for peace, 
Seeing all tilings one equal end must knpw. 

Wherefore this tangle of perplexities, 

Tlie trouble or the joy ? the weary mate 

Of narrow fears and hopes that may not cease ? 

A fliill falls on her from the skyey ways. 
Black with the nighi-tide, where is none to hear 
The ancient cry, the Wherefore of our days. 
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XT. FAN0IK8. 

The ceaseless wliirr of crickets fills the ear 
From undemeatli each liedge and bush and 

treO| 
Deep in the dew-dreuched grasses ereiywhere. 

The simple sound di8i)o1s the fantasj 

Of gloom and terror gathering rotmd the mind. 

It seems a pleasant thing to breatlie, to bCf 

To hear the many-voiced, soft snmmer wind 
Lisp through tlie dark thick leafage oTer- 

head — 
To see tlie rosy half-moon soar behind 

Tlie black slim-branching elms. Sad thoogfati 

have flcdi 
Tronble and doubt, and now strange roTeriet 
And odd caprices fill us in Uieir stead. 

From yonder broken dink the redness dies, 
Like gold fruit through the leaves the half-sphere 

gleams, 
Tlien over Uie hoar tree-tops climbs tlie skies. 

Blanched ever more and more, nntil it beams 
Wliiter than crystal. Like a scroll nnfurledt 
And shadowy as a landscape seen in dreams, 
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Rereali itself tho slepping. qoict world. 
Painted in tender grays aiid wliitcB subdued — 
The (pecklcd •tream witli flakea of light ini< 



Tho wide, (oft rnf^adow and t)io r 

Naught is too wild for our creiliilitjr 

In till* weird hour: our finest dreams hold good. 

Quaint elves and frolic flower-sprites we tee, 
And fairies weaving rings of gossamer. 
And angels floating tlirough tlio filmy air. 

T. IX TlIK KIOIIT. 

Let M go in : tlio air is dank and dull 

With dowy midniglit, and liic moon r!<lca high 

O'oT ghostly fields, julo stroam, and spoetral bill. 

Tliis hour tlic dnwn seems farthest from tho 

.1., 

So weary long the space tliat lies between 
That Bocred joy and this dark mystery 

Of earth and heaven : no glimmering is ie«D, 
In tlie itar-sprinkled east, of coming day, 
Nor, westward, of tlie splendor tlial hntti been. 

Sinuige fears beset ns, nameless terrors away 
The brooding soni, that hungers for her rest. 
Outworn with changing nuiods, nin hope*' delaj, 



r 
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With eonscious thoaght o'erbnidaiied imd op- 
pressed. 

The mystery and the sliadow wax too deep ; 

She longs to merge both sense and thoii|^ ia 
sleep. 

VI. FAEKIB. 

From the oped lattice glance once more abroad 
While the ethereal moontide bathes witli light 
Hill, stream, and garden, and white-winding road* 

All gracious mytlis bom of the shadowy nigfal 
Recur, and hoTor ui fantastic guisCf 
Airy and vague, before the drowsy sig^t. 

On yonder soft gray hill Endymion lies 

In rosy sUimber, and the moonlit air 

Breathes kisses on his cheeks and lips and.qrM* 

Twixt bush and bush gleam flower-white limboy 

left bare. 
Of huntress-nymphs, and flying raiment thin. 
Vanishing faces, and bright floating hair. 

Tlio quaint midsummer fairies and their kin» 
Gnomes, elves, and trolls, on blossom, branchf and 

grass 
Gambol and dance, and winding out and in 

Leave circles of spun dew where'er they pass. 
Through the blue etlier tlie freed Ariel flies; 
Enoliantment holds the air ; a swarming mais 



Of tnyriml (liiiilty, gulil-wingwl drcania ariao, 
Tliruitg toward llio gntva ul (vHiO, iinil h 

]HMU.'M 

Tlio soul, and lull it to for(;oi{u Incus. 

TII. CUXfUSKU UIIKAMH. 

O >trnns«, dim otlicr-world rovealod to lu, 
Jlcginiiing tlioro wlicro ends ronlily, 
Ljring 'twixt lifo mid dvnlli, niid jiopidona 

With loid* from oitlicr *iihoro! now ontor wo 
Tlijr twintcd pnllio. Itnrrod i* tlio ailTor gaM, 
Itut tlio wild-cnrvcn doon of iroTy 

Siiriiif; noiMtcR*!)' n|inrt i bolwocn tliem itraiglit 
Viie* forlli a cloud of nnmclcM sliiulon-y Uiinga, 
'With harpicH, imii", nnd monatcra, small and great, 

Ulurrinf; the thick air with tlioir darkening 

wing!. 
AU Imnion of the blood and brain tnko tliape, 
And fright ui nith our own imagining*. 

A tranhlo vciglis a|>on u» : no o>capo 
From lliis nnnaturol region can tliore be< 
Ktxed fyn tlan on ni, vido monthi grin and 

Familiar faces out of reach we tea. 

Fain would we tcreom, to slialter with k erj 

Tlw toni^od woof of hideous fontoa/i 
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When, lo I tlio air grrows eloar, a soft fair akjr 
Sliinos ovcrhoad : thaq) imiit dUtolTQi in peaMf 
Bonoath tlio silver archway quietty 

Wo float away : all troublous visions eoaso. 
Uy a Strang^ sonso of joy wo are possossedy 
Body and spirit sootliod in perfect rest 

Vin. TUB END OP THR BONO. 

^Vliat dainty note of long-<lrawn melody 
AUiwart our dreamless sleep rings sweet and 

dear, 
Till all tlie fumes of slumber are brushed byy 



And with awakened consciousness we hear 
The pipe of birds? Look forth I The 

white day 
Blesses the hillto|)s, and the sun is near. 



All misty phantoms slowly roll away 

With Uio night's vapors toward the western sky. 

The Real enchants us, the fresli breath of hay 

Blows toward us ; soft tlio meadow-grasses liOy 
Bcanled with dew ; the air is a caress i 
The sudden sun o*ortops the boundary 

Of eastern hills, the morning joyousness 

Thrills tingling through the frame ; life's pulse 

beats strong ; 
Night's fancies melt like dew. So enda the song I 
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ON TIIE PROPOSAL TO ERECT A 
UONUMENT IN ENGLAND TO LORD 
BYRON. 

TliK graas of fifty Aprils hatli vavcd green 
Above ilie gpcnt licnrt, Uio Olj'mpian hcnd) 

Tho hiu.<1« croot i<lly, tlio xlmt cyca uimocn, 
Unsccinj*, tbo locked lips wlioso Bong lintlt 
fled: 

Yet tn^itic-lircd, like Hmo ricli, tropic flowOFi 

Uii fame puU forth fresh blossonu hour hj 

mde spread tlie laden branches dropping dew 
On the lotr, Iftorcled brow misunderstood, 
That bent noti neither bowed, until lubdaed 

By the last foo who crowned while he o'er- 
threw. 

Fair was the E^ter Sabbath mom when first 
Klen hcnrd he hod not wakened to its light : 

The end had come, and time hod done its worst, 
For tlic black dond had fallen of endlew 

TVd in tlie town, ts Greek wcosted Greek, 
T wka not the wonted festal words to apeak, 
" Christ is arisen." but " Our chief is gone," 
Willi such wan aspect and gricf-sniitten head 
As when the awful cry of " Fan is dead 1 " 
Filled echoing hill tad rallej with its moAO. 
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" I am more fit for dcalli Uuui Um world 
So apako ho at lifo*t light waa growing 
And turned to sleep at unto loolhiwg di 

What terrors could ita darkneaa hold for 
Familiar with all aiiguisli« hat with fear 
Still unacquainted ? On hia nartaal hior 
Hicy laid a awoid, a helmeli and a crown «* 
Meed of the warrioTi but not theao amonf 
Hit voicclctt IjTCt whoto tilenl chorda «»• 
ttrung 
ShaU wait — how long? — for looch« liko hfa 
own. 



An alien country mourned hin at her ton. 

And hailed him hero : hb tole, fitting 
Were Thcfeut* temple or tlio Partlienon, 

Fondly the deemed. Hit brethrm hart Una 
home, 
Tlieir exiltnl glory, patt the guanled gate 
Where Kngland't Abbey theltera Engbnd'i 

great. 
Afar he restt wliote rery name hath thed 
New limtrc on her witli tlie tong ho tinga. 
So Shakefpearo rcttt who teomod to lie with 
ktngt. 
Sleeping at |ieace midtt the nnhonorod dtnd 

And fifty ycari tuflice to OTcrgrow 

Willi grnile memoriee the foul weedt ol halt 
That thamed hit gmTo. Tho work! begint la 
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Her loss, and Tiew with other eyes his fato. 
Even u tlie eunning workman brings to pass 
Tho sculptor's thooght from oat the miwM^JT 



Of shapclcfis marble, so Time bps away 
The stony emst of falsehood that eoneealed 
Ilis jost proportions, and, at last rerealedy 

The statue issues to the li^ of day. 

Most beantif al, most hmnan. Let them fling 

The first stone who are tempted OTon as he, 
And have not swenred. When did that rare sool 
sing 

The victim's shame, the tyrant's eokgyi 
Tho great belittle, or exalt the small. 
Or gmdgo his gift, his blood, to disenthrall 
The slaTcs of tyranny or ignorance ? 

Stung by fierce tongues himself, whose rightful 
fame 

Hath ho rcTilcd ? Upon what noble name 
Did the winged arrows of that barbed wit glance ? 

Tlie years* tJiick, clinging curtains backward pull, 
And show him as he is, crowned with bright 
beams, 

^ Beauteous^ and yet not all a$ beatU^ful 
A$ he hath been or might he ; Sorrow eeeme 

Jfalf of hie tmmortality** ^ He needs 

No monument whose name and song and deeds 

1 C^'m Ast L Sssas L 
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Art graven in all foreifpn liearU { lial iIm 
Ilia nioUicr, KnglaniL slow mnd kil to waIm. 
Neodi raiM tho toCito ihall for Imt faao't 
take: 

Hen it Uio tliADo if meh forgottoa kol 
Majf, 187G. 



ARABESQUE. 

Ox a backgroomi of polo gold 
I would traro with quaint dcaifBt 

Penciled fine* 
Drilliant-colored, Moorish 
Mo«quet and cretcenta, pages, 

Line on line, 
Tliat tJie prose-world of to-daj 
Might the gorgeous Past's amj 

Once behold. 

On the magir |iainted shieU 
Rich Graiiaila'i reja grseo 

Slioulil Ik* feen : 
Crvstsl fountains, coolness flinging. 
Hanging (^anlrni* tkjrward spriogiof 

Kinrrald theen ; 
Ruflilv when tlM* daylight falls, 
Crownctl Alliambrm*s beetling waUs 

Stand revealed i 
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Balconies that orerbrow 

Field and citj, Tale and itreaiii. 

In a dream 
Lolled the drowsy landaeape batka I 
Wearj toilers cease their tasks. 

Mark the gleam 
Silrerj of each white-swathed peak I 
Moontain-oirs caress the cheeky 

Fresh from snow* 

Here in Lindaraxa*s bower • 

The immortal roses bloom ; I 

In the room 
lion^ardcd, nuirble-paTeDt 
sun the foantain leaps to heaTeiu 

Bat the (loom 
Of the banned and stricken race > 

Orcrshadows creiy placet 

Evcrj hour. 

Where fair Lindaraxa dwell 
Flits the bat on relvct wings ; 

Blote the strings 
Of the broken mandoline ; 
The Parilion of tlie Qoeea 

Widclj flings 
Vacant windows to the night { 
Moonbeams kiss the floor with li^t 

Where she knelt 
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Through thcso halls Uiat people stepped 
Who through darkling centuries 

Held tho keys 
Of all wisdoni) truth, and arty 
In a Paradiso apart, 

Lapped in coso, 
Sagely pondering deathless themes. 
While, befooled with monkish dreamsi 

Europo slept 

Wliero shall they be found to-day ? 
Yonder hill that frets tho sky 

" Tlio Loat Sigh 
Of the Moor '' is named stilL 
Tliero the ill-starred Boabdil 

Bade good-by 
To Granada and to Spain, 
Whore tho Crescent ne'er again 
Iloldeth sway. 

Vanished like tho wind tliat blowi| 
Whither shall wo seek their trace 

On eartlfs face ? 
The gigantic wheel of fate, 
Crushing all things soon or late^ 

Now a race, 
Now a single lifo o*omm8| 
Now a univorso of suns. 

Now a rose. 



AGAUEX/fOfrB TOilB. 



AGAJIl'-MNON'S 'TOMB. 

Urttn Dio ]>ondcroua. fptdon muk of Oe&th, 

And let tlio uin iliiiio on liim hb it did 
Ilutr niaiiy tliousand yonra ngonc 1 llciioath 

Tlii* woniHU'rj>tn[;, uncomi[>l«l iid, 
Behold tJio ymiii;;. lioroJo fncc. round-oycd, 
Of one wlio in hia full-flowcrF)l innidiowl diod t 

Of nobler frame tlian ereauiroi of to^ny, 
Swntlied in fine linen ccreelotlis fold on fold, 
With coTTcn woajwni wrought of bronie ftnd 

Accootrad like a mrrior for the fmy. 

W« guo in awe at tlicM hnge-inodcled limtM, 
Shrank in death'i narrow houio, bnt hinting 

'** . 

Their aneient maJMty ) thcw >ightlc« rimi 

WIhmo living eye* tlie ejrci of Helen met t 
Tb« BpcecldMi UfM that ski what tales might 

tell 
Of the earth'i inoming^do when goda did dwell 

Antidrt a generotu-bahioBed, god-like race, 
Who dwarf oar pony lemblaneo, and who won 
TIm KTrct aoal ol Ikaatjr for their own. 

While all oor art hut erodely apoa Ibair graea. 

We gather all the preeioot reliea np, 
The golden bultoni ehaacd with wwidrow entlti 



( 




AOAMEMNOira TOMB. 169 

Tlio scalpturod trinkoU and tlio crystal enp, 
Tho shcathod, bronso swortl, Um knifo with 
brazen haft« 

Fain would wo wrost witli enrious ojrei from 
thcso 

Unnumborcd long-forgotton historioSf 
Tho doeds lioroio of Uits mighty man. 

On whom onco nioro tho living daylight beamty 

To shanio our littloncM, to mock our droamt, 
And tho abyss of coutorios to s|mui. 

Yet could wo rouso him from his blind repose, 
How might wo moot his searching question- 
ings, 
Concerning all tlie follies, wrongs, and woes. 
Since his great day whom men caU King of 
Kings, 
Victorious Agamemnon ? How might we 
Tlioso large, clear eyes confront, whieh scorn* 
fully 
Would view us as a poor, degenerate race, 
Baso-soulod and moan - proportioned ? What 

rci)ly 
Give to the beauty-loving Greek*s heart-cry, 
Seeking his ancient gods in vacant space ? 

^Vliat siiould he find within a world grown cold, 
Save doubt and trouble ? To his sunny creed 
A thoufiand gloomy, warring sects succee<U 

How of the Prince of Peace might he be told, 
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^\'bcn over lulf llio world tlio war-olotld 

lowora? 
IIow would ho mock Uicso faltering bopci of 
oitri, 
Who knows tlio secret now of dcnlli and fatal 
llumblj' wo gnr.o on tlic colossal fnune, 
And niuicly wo accept llio mortal aluune, 
Of men degraded from ■ high eaUte. 



BIC SEIIPER LIDERATORIBtTSI 

lUncn 1.1, 1881. 

As one who fccli llio Iircatldos iiiglitmnro grip 

llii hcni't-Btringi>, and tlirough Tuioiicd liorrori 

farca, 
Now on % lUin-lcdgcd clium'i rock<nunbliiig 

lip. 

Now on ft tottering pinnulo tltot darci 
Tho front of Ueaven, wlule ftlwayi unawaret 
Weird monitcn start abori), around, bcnooth, 
Each glaring from tonio aglior motk of dMUb, 

So the Wliito Cur imperial progrew made 
Tlirongh terrorJioanted dajv. A ohock, a erj 
WboM echoes ring tho ^b« ^ Um spectra '• 

laid. 
Harled o'er tho K)>yM,M« tho erowned mai^lio 
Besting in peoco — foir, ehango, utd doatli 

gooobjr. 



r 
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Fit ond for nigUimaro — mist of blood and 

tears. 
Rod climax to tho alow, abortivo years. 

Tho world draws breath •* ono long, deep* 

shnddoring sigh. 
At tliat which dullest brain prefigured clear 
As swift-sure bolt from tlmnder-threatening sky* 
How heaven-anointed humblest lots appear 
Beside liis glittering eminence of fear ; 
His spiked crown, sackcloth purple, poisoned 

cates, 
His golden palace honey-eombed with hates. 

Well, it is done I A most heroic plan, 
Wliich after myriad plots succeeds at last 
In robbing of his life ono poor old man. 
Whose solo offense — his birthriglit — has bat 

passed 
To fresher blood, with younger strcngUi recast 
What men are these, who, clamoring to bo tree. 
Would bestialize the world to wlmt they be ? 

Whose sons are they who made that snow- 
wreathed head 
Their frenzy's target ? In their Russian veins, 
What alien current urged on to smite him dead 
Whose word had loosed a million 

ehains? 
What brutes were they for whom such speeehl< 
pains, 
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So royally endured, no liunian tlirill 
Awoke, in hearts ilrunk with the lust to kill ? 

Not bratrs ! No ti;^r of the wildcrncu. 

No jackal of the jungle, bears iucli brand 

Ai roan'v black heart, vrho thrinki not to confcM 

The desperate deed of lu« dclibemtc hand. 

Oar kind, our kin, have done tliig thing. We 

Bowed earthward, red with Bhamc, to le* luch 

Prarogne Love's caoso and Tmth'i — God 
know* how long 1 







DON RAFAEL. 


"Tear., 


I wo 


Vha not have," he wwd, 
tlie black pall, nor the 


KTave. 
Griefi hiilcoiin panoply T would not har* 
Round nio when I am dead. 



" Music and fiowert and light, 
And choric doocci to guitar and flute, 
Be these around me when my lip» ore mat 

Mine oyes ore eealed from (igbk 

" So let me lie one day. 
One long, eternal day, in eunehine batlied, 
Id ccremente of silken tisiao swathed, 

Smotlicred 'neath 6owore of May. 




DOS BAFAKU IM 



**Oiio perfect daj of pef, 
Or ere clean flame eontama my flatUy vailt 
Mj life — a gilded Tapor — shall eshalai 

Brief at a tigh— aod 



«< Bat ere the torch be 
To mj unahrinking limbe bj eooM trwi 
Athwart the orange-fragraot laughing laHi» 

Bring manj a dark-eyed maid 

" From the bright, tea-kiaeod lowm i 
My beautiful, bclored enemies. 
Gemmed as Ute dew, Tolu}ilno«u as tho 

Each in her festal gown. 



** All those through whom I 
Tlie sweets of folly and the pains of lovo^ 
My Rose, my Star, my Comforter, my Dtf«^ 

For whom, poor moih, I homed. 



4« 



Lores of a day, an hour. 
Or passions (rowed eternal) of a year. 
Though each be strange to each, to mo aO 
As to the bee the flower. 



" Around me they shall osoro 
In languid contra daacea, and shall shed 
Their smiling eyebeams as I wore not deadt 

But quick to flash back loro. 
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" SouMtluog not aUui qnite 
T» tender ralli, parchwieo their brcut atiKll fill, 
Baiiag him that wh w moUle growo ag Btill, 

Tbo fierf-TuiMd m white. 

"And whan the donea it o'er, 
The pincbed gait«r, the nnitten Umbooriiio. 
Hkn ceu«l UuJr rfa/thmie beat, — oh, {rieods 
of BUDe, 
On nj rich U«r, then pour 

"The gkrluid* that je wc&r, 
The iafjpf roM that on jroar boeoni bre&Uiea, 
The fieah-eulled eluiten Bad the dewy wreaiha 

That crown jroor fragrnnt hair. 

" ThoDgh Uind, I itill thall eee, 
Tbeogh dead, aball feel your preaeace and alull 

know, 
I who waa beaa^'a life4oiig alave, ihall to 
Win her in death to net 



" Thanka, aiater*. and fareweU I 
Back to jronr joja. Mjr brother aball taalte 



For mj tried aword npen the hi^piled Uoom, 
Andarethep 



"Ujraool, p« 
To meet ita parent ei 



neeagnin. 
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Mj body dost and oslies shall remain, 

Tired heart and brain shall sleep. 

'' Life has one gate alone, 
Obscnre, beset with peril and fierce pain. 
Large death lias many portals to his fane* 

Why choose we to make moan ? 

'^ Why dwell with worms and clay 
When we may soar through air on wings of 

flame, 
Dissolve to small, white dust our perfect framei 

And never know decay ? 

'' A brother's pious liand 
The pure, fire-winnowed ashes shall inanni 
And lay them in the orange grove where bam 

Globed suns that scent the land. 

*' The leaf shall be more green, 
Even for my dust — more snowy-soft the flower, 
More juicy-sweet the fruit's live pulp •» tho 
bower 

Richer that I have been. 

" For I would not," he said, 
" Tears and the black pall and the wormy grave. 
Grief's hideous panoply I would not have 

Round me when I am dead." 



OFF nOUOB POINT. 



OFF ROUGH POINT. 

Wr ut at tnilight ni;;It tlio sen, 
llio fo;; liung gray nrd ucird. 

Tlirough the tliitrk film uncanniljr 
Tho broken moon appeared. 

We heard the billowa crack and plnngS) 
We saw nor wares nor ehijii. 

Eartli Bucked the vai>ors like a fpongs, 
Tlic lall ipray wet our lipi. 



Closer the woof of white mUt drei 

Before, lichinil, I'esSde. 
How eonld Uiat phantom moon breik tbroo^ 

Abor« Uiat ahroadvd tide } 

The rooiing waters filled the eu>, 

A white blank foiled the sigfak 
CloM-gmthcring bIumIowi nenr, mora UMTt 

BroDght the blind, nwfnl nigfab 

fricndt who pened onaeen, ukiMnml 

O ilaahing, tranbled eenl 
Still atud we on n loek nlooe, 

Walled roond I7 a 



^ 



( 



Sways witli cadencod motion slow, 

To and fro. 
As tlio motlicr-foot poised lightly, falls and lifts. 



1 

ii 



He, tlie firstling, — he, the light 

Of her sight, — 
He, the hreathing pledge of loTet 
'Neath the holy passion lies, 

Of her eyes, — 
Smiles to feel the warm, life-giving nj aboTe* 

She helieves that in his visioD, " 

Skies clysian 
0*er an angel-^icople sliine. 
Back to gardens of delight, 

Taking flight. 
His auroral spirit hasks in droams dirine. 

But she smiles through anxious tears ; 

Unborn years 
Pressinjr forward, she perceives. 
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What Sat liim ihall tta invoke ? 

Shall the oak 
Bind tlie man's trinniplinnt brow? 
Shall hia daring foot alight 

On the height ? 
Shall he dmll amidat tlie humble and the low ? 

ThroDgh what lean and aweat and pun. 

Mart he gain 
Fnritage from the tree of life ? 
Shan it field him Utter flavor ? 

ShaU ita nror 
Be a* manna midat the turmoil and the atrite f 



In hia cradle slept and suillcd 

Tliui tlie child 
Who a* Prince of Peace wai hailed. 
Thaa anigh tho motlier breaati 

LuUed to rest, 
Child-Napoleon down the lilied rirer Miladi 

Crowned or eracificd ^ the nm* 

Glow* the flama 
Of her deathlcM lore diriiM. 
Still the bleued motlter atandi, 

In all landi, 
A* ahe watched bendo thy eiadle and )tf bIb 

Whateo gift* the rear* hertcw, 
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Whilo she breathes, lives one who 
(Stand thoy pure or sin-defiled) 

But the child 
Whom she crooned to sleep and voeked upon hu 
knees. 



FOG. 

LiQiiT silken curtain, colorless and soft. 
Dreamlike before mo floating ! what abidat 

Behind thy pearly Ycirs 

Opaque, mysterious woof ? 

Where sleek red kine, and dapplodt crunch dajr- 
long 

Tliick, luscious blades and purple doTer-headti 
Nigh me I still can mark 
Cool fields of beaded grass. 

No more ; for on the rim of the globed world 
I seem to stand and stare at nothingness. 

But songs of unseen birds 

And tranquil roll of waves 

Bring sweet assurance of continuous life 
Beyond tliis silvery cloud. Fantastio dreams. 
Of tissue subtler still 
Than the wreathed fog, arisoi 



ITO /■{JO. 

And cheat my brain with aiiy vanidiingg 
And myitie glories of tho worlil koyond. 
A whole cmlinnletl town 
Tliy baflliiij- foldit conceal — 

An Orient town, witli Blcnilcr4tce)>lDd mosqaea, 

Tnmt from turret iliringing, donio from dome, 

Fretted will) bnrning alon», 

And trclli»cd witli red gold. 

Through spbciout Btrcot«. wlicro running waton 

flow. 
SniMCTCcncd by fruit-trcei and the brood-leftTod 

Ful the g«f Peeked buukra, 
Wallc torbaned, duh-ejod mon. 

Hulcf 70U can bear th« mwijr maimniing 

tongues, 
Whilo loud tin moitluuita nuint thoir gorgvooi 

The lultry air u i|ncad 
^Vith fmgimnco of rich gunu, 

And through the UUie* high In jron dead wall, 
8oe wliere, nuTeiled, an areb, jovag, tUmplMl 
lace, 

Fliulted like a nniiky pcaeh, 
Peen down npoa Um mart 1 



r 
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From her dark, ringleted and bird-poiiad head 
She hath cast back the milk-white silken reil : 

^^lidst the blank blocknese tliero 

She blossoms like a rose* 

Beckons she not with those bright, fall-orbed 

eyes, 
And open arms that like twin moonbeams gleam ? 
Behold her smilo on mo 
AVilh honeyed, scarlet lips I 

Divine Scheherazade I I am thine. 
I come! I come! — Hark I from soma br*ofl 
mosquo 

The shrill muezzin calls 

The hour of silent prayer, 

And from tho lattice ho hath scared my loTe* 
The lattico vanishcth itself — the streeti 

Tho mni't, the Orient town ; 

Only through still, soft air 

That cry is yet prolonj^ed. I wake to hear 
The distant fog-horn peal s before mine eyes 
Stands tho whito wall of mist, 
Blending with va2)orotts skies. 

Elusive gossamer, impervious 

Even to the mighty sun-god*s keen red shafts I 
With what a jealous art 
Thy secret thou dost gnard I 



172 #•«. 

Well da I know deep in thine inmost foU% 
'Vnthin «n opml ttollow, tlicn Abide* 

Tba Iftiljr of the mitt. 

The Undin* of the air — 

A eloMler, winged, ethereal, lily form, 
D«T»47ed, with fnir, fiee-AoaLinf;. peorl-wrcathed 
hair, 

In wevinff nhnent iti-ntticd 

Of changing, irised liuos. 

Where her feet, ntj mm a ihell. Ii^ive tinted 
The freehened gnsM, a ridicr emerald glowi i 

Into ench flower«iip 

Her cool dows ■)» distills. 

She knows tlio topa of jairgol monnUin-peaka, 
She knowg the green ioft hollowi of their eidee^ 

And Dnafraid she floaU 

O'er the vut-circlcd Mae. 

Slw lore* to bosk willtin the moon's wan heama, 
Ljring, nig)it-long, o|x>n the moist, darii Mrth, 

And Icare lier seeded pearls 

With raoming on the graaa. 

Ah I that athwart llieso dim. gray outer oonrts 
Of her fantoitic palace I might pasa, 

And reach the inmost shrlna 

Of her ehasle soUtwU, 
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And feel her cool and dewy fing^n press 
My mortal-fevered brow, while in my heart 

She poured with tender lore 

Her healing Lethe-halm I 

See! the close cortain moTeSy the spell dis- 
solves I 
Slowly it lifts : the dazzling sunshine streams 

Upon a newborn world 

And laughing summer 



Swift, snowy-breasted sandbirds twittering glance 
Through crystal air. On the horiion's marge^ 

Like a huge purple wraithi 

The dusky fog retreats. 



THE ELIXIR. 

''Oh brew mo a potion strong and good! 

One golden drop in his wine 
Shall charm his sense and fire his bloody 

And bend his will to mine." 

Poor child of passion I ask of me 

Elixir of death or sleep, 
Or Lctho*s stream ; but love is free, 

And woman must wait and weep* 



SONG. 



VESU8. 



Frostt lies llie winter-landscape. 
In the twiliglit golilcn-gi'ccn. 

Down the Park* dcscTtcd allcja, 
Kakcd cLus stand abu-lc oiid lean. 

Dumb llio murmur of tlie founlAin, 
Birds Lavo flown from lawn and luH. 

Bat while yonder star 'a ftteondont, 
Love tnutnplukl reigneth stilL 

See the Item (Ume throb uid trembU, 
Briglit«nin{r in tlie dArkening night, 

Breathing like n tiling of pswion, 
In the ikr'e moolh ehiTMlite. 

Not beneath the moon, eh lorer, 
TboQ iholt gain tiij henrt'i deeire. 

Speak to-nlglit I The godt on with tbM 
Boning with » Uadiwl flna 



r 
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SPRING LONGING. 

Wliat art thon dmng bora, O Imagiwatfam f Go away, 
I entreat thee by the gode^ at thou didst eoiM, for I 
want thee not liat thon art come aeeofdu^ to thy old 
fashion. I am not angry with theo^oolygo A«oy.«* 
Mamu Antoninut, 

Lilac Imzcs rcil tho akict. 

Langiii<I siglis 
BrcathcR the mild, carcsnng atr* 
Pink us corars bronehbg fpnjtf 

Orchard ways 
With the blossomed peach art iair. 

Sunshine, cordial as a kiaSi 

Puurctli bliss 
In this craving soul of minOy 
And my heart her flower^np ^ 

Liftcth up, 
Thirsting for Uio draught diTUM^ 

Swift the liquid golden flame 

Through my frame 
Sots my throbbing veins afire. 
Bright, alluring dreams arisei 

Brim mine eyes 
With tho tears of strong desire. 

All familiar scenes anear 
Disappear — 



BFSISa LONGIKQ. 

HoncRtcad, orchard, field. Mid wol 
Alooriah spire* anil tnrrcta fur 

CIcnvo tlio air, 
Arabeaqacd on tkies of gold> 

Lo, mj iipirit, thii May moni| 

Oulimnl borne, 
Otct teas holli taken irin|;i 
Where the mciluevjj town, 

Like a crown. 
'Weora the garland of tlio Spring. 

light and sonnd and odora swMt 

Fill tlio street ; 
Gypny girls ore Belling flowers. 
Lean hidalgos tarn uido, 

AinoroD»4fod, 
'Neath the grim cathedral towen. 

Oh, to he in Spain to-day, 

Where the Uaj 
Reck* no whit of good or aril, 
Lore and onlj lore breatbei aha I 

Ob, lobe 
'Uidtt the oUre-ffowi of SerOUt 

Or on eiKh a dajr to gIkU 

With the lido 
Of the berjrlline Ugooo, 
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Through tho Btrecto that mirror heaToiiy 

Crystal pavoiiy 
In Uio warm Vonetian noon* 

At tlio prow the gonddier 

May not heary 
May not sco oar furtive Icisi { 
But he lends with cadenced straia 

The refrain 
To our ripe and silent bliss. 

Golden shadows, silver lighti 

Burnish bright 
Air and water, domes and ikies | 
As in some ambrosial dream, 

On tho stream 
Floats our bark in magio wise* 

Oh, to float day long just so I 

Naught to know 
Of the trouble, toil, and fret I 
This is love, and this is May : 

Yesterday 
And to-morrow to forget ! 

Whither hast thou, Fancy firee. 

Guided me, 
Wild Bohemian sister dear? 
All Uiy gyi)sy soul is stirred 

Since yon bird 
Warbled that the Spring was here. 



S TME aotrra. 

Tempt no more I I may not follow, 

like Um iwallow, 
Gayly oo ^ tnck of Spring. 
Bonnidsii bjr an iron hts, 

Inortwait, 

r, jMiB and ting; 



THE SOUTH. 

NiOBT, and beneath itai^Uxoneil 

Heboid the Spirit of the miuk v Smitii, 

A croolo with ttiU-borniag, languul e/ci, 

Voluptooaa linbe and ine«nae4ircniliiii|; mouth ; 
Swathed in ipnn ganu la elie, 

From fibrei of her own aaana tree. 

Wilhin these mmptaoni woods the lica at eaaa, 
Bjr rich night^reeiee, dewj cool, careued : 

Twixt cjrprenee and ilim palmetto trees, 
Lilt« to the golden onole'i hanging neat, 
Her Bi>7 hammock (wing*, 

And thnragh the daric her mocking-bird j«t atnga. 

How beaudful ilie it I A tnlip-wrcalh 
Twine* round her ahadowjr, frse-floating liuri 

Yonng, wearjr, panionate, and aad aa death. 

Dark viiiona hannt for Iter the vacant air, 

^Vliile moveleailjr iba liea 

\riih liibe, Ux, foklod haadi and heavy ajTM- 
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Full well knows she how wido and fair extend 
Her groves bright-flowered, her tangled 
glailcs, 
Majestic streams that indolently wend 
Through lush savanna or dense, forest shades. 
Where the brown buzzard flies 
To broad bayous *neath hazy-golden skies. 

Hers is the savap^e splendor of the swamp, 

With pomp of scarlet and of piir[do bloom. 
Where blow warm, furtire breezes faint and 
damp, 
Strange insects whir, and stalking Uttemi 
boom — 

Where from stale waters dead 
Oft looms the great-jawed alligator's head. 

Her wealth, her beauty, and the blight on theset *-* 
Of all she is aware : luxuriant woods, 

Fresh, living, sunlit, in her dream she sees ; 
And ever midst those verdant solitudes 
The 8oldier*s wooden cross. 

Overgrown by creeping tendrils and rank moss. 

Was hers a dream of empire ? was it sin ? 

And is it well that all was borno in vain ? 
She knows no more than one who slow doth wini 

After (Icrco fever, conscious life againi 
Too tired, too weak, too sad, 
By tlie new light to be or stirred or glad. 
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From riek lea-IaUiidi fringing her green utiorfl, 
From broad pbnUtiow whoro nrart (roomra 
bend 
BroRud boeki in willing Ubor, from licr itoro 
Of goldea bnit, from itroam, from town, »• 
eend 
Lir»«iirroati of pnro heiltli i 
Her Mm* iball bo Mboerrod witli boondlsM 
wexldi. 

Tot now bow lirileN and how itiD ibo lien, 

Like totne half-««nge, diukjr Indian qiioen, 
Boekod in ber hunmoek 'ne»Ui her nntivo akica, 
Witb the pallietici powiTe, broken ntion 
Of one who, eorelj proved, 
Great'eoulod, both niltered much and maeh halb 
lovodl 

Bfflt look I along the wide-bnnched, dewy gUde 
Glimmera the dawn : the li^it palnwtto-treee 
And cjrpreMce reienie from the elude. 
And <A« hath wnkened< Throngh clear air eha 
Met 
The i^edge, the bri^tening t%j, 

■ to bail lb* eemiag d^. 
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SPRING STAB. 



Over Uio lomp-lit strcoti 
Trodden by liunying foot* 
Wkoro mostly pulse and beal 

Lifo*8 throbbing Ycintt 
Soo whore tho April star, 
Blue-bright ns sappliircs arO| 
Hangs in deep heavens foTi 

Waxes and wanes. 

Strangely alive it seems. 
Darting keen, dazzling gleomSf' 
Veiling anon its beams, 

Large, clear, and pure. 
In the brood western sky 
No orb may shine anigh, 
No lesser radiancy 

May tliere endure. 

Spring airs are blowing sweet ; 
Low in tho dusky street 
Star-beams and eye-beams meet* 

Rapt in his dreams. 
All through the crowded mart 
Poet with swift-stirred heart, 
Passing beneath, must start, 

Thrilled by those gleams. 



183 BPBIHO BTAK. 

NftDght doth lie note Micar, 
Fain Uirough Niglil'a vuil lo pceri 
Bcnrh llut rM|>tanUDnt Kplicre, 

Ucoiling Iwr aifpi. 
Where point thoee ■harji, thin tkj», 
Guiding liii WMUj mue, 
DtcHCth iho or bctniji, 

Who Dutjr divine ? 

"Guard me, celntttal light, 
Loftjr, Hronol/ bright i 
Lead my lialt foot aright," 
Pmy crful ho (poakii. 
" For a BOW mj hath iltene 
Orcr mj apirit lone. 
Bo tiiiii now Mul the one 
Wliom mjr lool koIii." 

IL 
Bcfiilo her casement oped iho m^cn (iu, 

Whi-ro tlio mihl evening opirit of tlio Spring 
Gently between Uio cily'e liomoitcadi llili 
To kiM her bniwt, and floaLi on Ungaid wing, 
Vnguo longinga In her brcait awakening. 
'\V)ii)e licr licort Uromblea 'neath thoee dim, deep 

•kict, 
Ai the ijuiek lea that 'neath the globed moon lioa. 

l\'licro her oyc> rat tlte (nlt-orbed evening itar 
Demt with whit* flanw i it be«k«iU| diriiilui 
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She, dazzled by that shining world afar, 

May not withdraw her gaze: breathlesa Am 

waits. 
Some promised joy from Iloaron's Tory gatao 
Unto lior soul socins profTorod. When sliall bo 
The bright fulAhuoni of that star's decree? 

Nor glad nor sad is she : she doth not know 
That through tho city*B throng one Uiroadt hie 
way, 
Thrilled likewise by that planet's mystie glow» 
And hastes to seek her. What swoet eha&g« 

shall sway 
Ilor spirit at his coming ? AVliat new ray 
Upon his shadowy life from her shall fall ? 
The silent star burns on, and knoweth alL 



A JUNE NIGHT. 

Ten o*clock : tho broken moon 
Hangs not yet a half hour high| 
Yellow OS a shield of brass. 
In tho dewy air of June, 
Poised between tho %'aultod sky 
And the ocean*s liquid glass* 

Earth lies in tho shadow still \ 
Low black bushes, trees, and lawn 
Night's ambrosial dews absorb i 



4 A iUHi KtaOT. 

Tlinngh the foliage ercopa a thrill, 
Wbiipering of yon ipeetral ilawn 
AimI the hidden climbtBg orli. 

Higher, lugher, gathering liglit, 
Veiling with a golden gaon 
All the trembling atmei[i1icrei 
6m, the rajrloM di*k giowi whito I 
Ilark, the glittering billowi pniue I 
Faint, far muidi powen the tax. 

Bret on raeh a night ae thta 

Spin tlicir tinge opoa tlte grou j 

On the bcaeh the vater-lajr 

Greet* licr lorw with a Itisi ; 

Through the air >mft ipirita paN, 

Laugh, careu, and float awajr. 

Shot (hy lids and thon iholt lee 
Afl^l facet wreallicd with light, 
Slyitic fomu long vanithed henee. 
Ah, too fioe, too rare, they be 
For the groaaer mortal light. 
And they f oQ oar waiting mdm. 

Yet wo feel thcra floating near, 
Know that we an not alone. 
Though our open eyea behold 
Nothing uve the moon'i bright ephtra, 
la the racant heaTea* ihowB, 
And the oeaan'a path of gold. 
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MAGNETISM. 

< 

By tlio impnlm) of my will, 

By tlio reel iloino in my bloodf 
By my ncrvot* electric UiriU, 

By the panHion of my moodf 
My concentrated tloairo, 

Sly nndying, do9]iorato lorOf 
I i<^oro Fate, I defy her, 

Iron-Iicartcd Dcatli I move. 
When the town lies nnnib with sleeps 

Here, round-eyed I sit { my broath 
Quickly stirred, my flesh a-crec|S 

And I force tlio f^tes of dcatli* 
I nor move nor speak -—you *d deem 

From my quiet face and handSf 
I were tranced — but in her dreaffif 

S/ic responds, she understands. 
I have power on wjiat is not, 

Or on what has ceased to be. 
From that deep, earth-hoUowed tpoly 

I can lift Iicr up to me. 
And, or ere I am aware 

Tlirougli the closed and curtaioed door^ 
Comes my lady white and fair. 

And embraces me once more. 
Tliough the clay clings to her gowii| 

Yet all heaven is in her eyes { 
Cool, kind lingers press mine •yeSy 

To my soul her sool replies. 
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6 AtreatT mook. 

But when brmki Um eommon lixirD, 

Ami Uu) dtjr wbIim — beliotil 1 
Hjr (lif jihuntom >• wiUidrawti, 

Ani] I iliiver locM and cold. 
Ami I know when iho luu lofl, 

Slw it atroBger ixt than I, 
Ami man nbtlf ipmi her mft. 

Thta mj btunan wixirdrj. 
Tbottgfa I foKO her to nj wDl, 

Bj tbo red fUmo in mj blood, 
Bjr mj nerru' eleetria tlirill, 

Bjr tho puaion of mj mood, 
Yet all dv » sHoat «m I. 

Ncrrca luuining, aiwnt will, dull bnin. 
I aclue*e, attain, bnt die, 

t ^ yi ^ ahfl flaimt me hers acaiiL 



AUGUST MOON. 

Look I the roaml-rbeeked moon t 
In the glowing Angoit tkj. 
Quenching all her neighbor atanf 
SaTe the tteadjr Rome of Mar>> 
White ai silrer ahinea the MOt 
FaiMilT lailt like phaatotni bo, 
Gliding o'er that lake of lighti 
Vaniiliing in netlier night. 
Ilcarjr bang! the UMoIod eora, 
Sighing for the oovdiol BMca i 
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But tlio manhy-meadows barei 
Lovo this spcclral-lightcd airi 
Drink tho clown and lift tlioir tong^ 
Chiq) of crickets all night long } 
Karth and sea enchanted lie 
'Neath tliat moon-usurped sky. 

To tho faces of our friends 
Unfamiliar traits 8ho lends — - 
Quaint, white witch, who lookoth down 
"With a glamour all her own. 
Ilushcil aro laughter, jest, and speaehy 
Mute and hccdloss each of eochf 
In the glory wan wo sit. 
Visions vague before us flit ; 
Side by side, yet worlds apart» 
Heart becometh strange to heart 

Slowly in a moved voice, then, 
Ralph, the artist, spake again — 
^ Docs not that weird orb unroll 
Scones phantasmal to your soul ? 
As I gaze thereon, I swear, 
Peopled grows tho vacant air, 
Fables, myths alone are real, 
Whitc-clafl 8yl]>h-liko figures steal 
Twixt the bushes, o*er the lawn, 
Go<ldo88, nymph, undine, and faiui* 
Yonder, see the WillU dance, 
Faces palo with stony glance i 



3 APOtfBT JtOOK. 

Tbcjr an maids wbo died qnwed, 
And tbejr qait tbeir gloomj Ih-iI, 
Ilungfjr atill for hnman pleaaura, 
Here to trip a moonUt moaaiiro. 
Near the ibore tha mennakU [ilaj't 
Floating on Uw cool, wbite rpraf, 
Leajnng from tbe gUttning surf 
To tbe darit and fragraot ttirf, 
Where the fndie troUs, and clvei 
Daintily disport themaelvea 
All the aba^a by poet'a bn.in. 
Fashioned, lire for me again, 
In thii Bpiritoal light, 
Len than dajr, yet moro than nighL 
What a world ! a waking dnam. 
All tiling* other than tbey aeem, 
Borrowing a liner grace, 
From jan golden globe in apaeet 
Touclicd with wild, romantic gloift 
Foliage fresh and billows hoarjr, 
Ilollon-a bathed in yellow hate, 
Hills distinct and fields of rnaiu, 
Ancient legends come to mind. 
Who wonld marvel alKKild be find. 
In tlio ropM or nigh iIm iprin^ 
Stimmer fairiea gamboling 
Where the honey-beea do enekt 
Slab and Ariel and Pnek 7 
Ah 1 ntf modem mortal eeee 
Creatarei dalkat* m thi n . 
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All the simplo faith has gone 

Which their world was builded on* 

Now the inoonheams coldly glance 

On no gardens of romance ; 

To prosaic senses dull, 

Baldur *s dead, the Bcautifolf 

Hark, the cry rings overheodf 
' Universal Pan is dead ! ' " 
*• Reqmescant ! ** Glanders grave tone 

Thrilled us strangely. '* I am one 

Who would not restore tliat Past, 

Beauty will immortal last, 

Tliough the beautiful must die — - 

This the ages verify. 

And had Pan deserved the name 

Which Ids votaries misclaim. 

He were living with us yet* 

I behold, without regret, 

Beauty in new forms recast. 

Truth emerging from the vast, 

Bright and orbed, like yonder spherey 

flaking the obscure air clear. 

Ho shall be of bards the king, 

W^ho, in worthy verse, shall sing 

All the conquests of tho houri 

Stealing no fictitious power 

From the classic types outwonii 

But his rhythmic lino adorn 

With tho marvels of tho reaL 

He the baseless feud sliall heal 



.90 AUOUBT HOOK. 

Th&t estrange til wide apart 
Science from lier lister Art. 
Hold ! look tliroagli tliis glaw for dm? 
Artist, tell nis wliat you sec ? " 
" I ! " cried Italjih. " 1 see in ploca 
Of AsUine's silver face. 
Or veiled I«ii' radiant roltOi 
Nolliing but a nigged gloUi 
Seamed n-itli airful r«nl* and icftra. 
And below no longer Mars, 
Fierce, flanic-crcBt«d god of n-ar. 
But k lurid, fliekering star. 
Pa«liionpd like our niuLlicr earth, 
Vexed, belike, wlili ilcatli nnil birUi." 

Rapt in dreainj- lliougbt ibo ivbile, 
Witli a E|>1iins-like shatlowy Bmila, 
Poet Florio eal, but now 
Spako IB UccjM oicsd areeai* «]oir. 
More M one wlio probei hU mind, 
Tlian form— •>^^lMMek■,■ludlfilMl — 
Widcniag knowledge Mrdj bringi 
Vaster (heme« to him who eing*. 
Wae veiled Isit mora nbliiiM 
Than yon frozen fniit af Time, 
Hanging in Uie naked l^ ? 
Death '■ domain — tor worldi toe dit. 
Lo I the hcaTeni like a ktoU 
Stand rerealetl before n; wnl t 
And the hiero^jrpha are mm — 
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Changeless change the law that itnia 
Tlirough the flame-inscribed pagei 
World on world and age on agey 
Balls of ice and orbs of firCy 
What abides when these expire ? 
Through slow cycles they reT«dT«| 
Yet at last like clouds dissolve. 
Jove, Osiris, Bralima pass. 
Races wither like the grass. 
Must not mortals be as gods 
To embrace such ])eriods ? 
Yet at Nature's heart remains 
One who waxes not nor wanes. 
And our crowning glory still 
Is to have conceived liis will." 



SUNRISE. 

StpUmbirlB^ ISSL 

Weep for the martyr I Strew his bier 
With the lost roses of the year \ 
Shadow tlie land with sables ; knell 
The harsh-tongucd, melancholy bell | 
Beat the dull muffled drum, and flaunt 
The drooping banner ; let the chant 
Of the dccp-throated organ sob— - 
One voice, one sorrow, one heartthrobs 
From land to land, from sea to sea — 
The huge world quires his elegy. 



IS BOXmiBE. 

Tean, lova, waA honor be ihill liave, 

Throngb agu keeping green hb grarvi 

Too Utc approrad, too Mil/ loM, 

IIU atory ia Um peoj^s'i bout. 

Tongfa-ainewed oSapring of tin »oil, 

Of pewant linoig*, reuvd to toil. 

In Earope he had been a thing 

To the glebe tethered — here a king I 

Crowned not for aome tnnaeenilcnt gift, 

Genini of power that maj lift 

A CsMir or a Boo^Mrte 

Up to the etarrod goal of hie heart [ 

But that he wai the epitome 

Of all the people aim to be. 

Were ihcy hii djing tnut ? Ho wu 

No leu Ihcir model and their ^aaa> 

In l)im the daily trdta were viewed 

Of the aniliatlngiUBliod mnltttade. 

Brave aa the ailent mjriadi are, 

Cmihcd hy tlie jnggvmaat world-car i 

Strong with the people'a atrength, jet nildt 

Simple and tender aa a child ; 

Wive with the wiadom of the heart, 

Able in council, field, and mart i 

Nor lacking in the lambent g^eam, 

The great Mtd'i final atamp— the beam 

Of genial fun, tlie humor laaa 

Wherewith the here eporta with pain. 

Hie Tirtaee hold within the apaa 

Of hiaol 
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To livo witliout reproach, to die 
Without a fear — in these words lie 
His highest ainis, for none too high* 
No triumph his heyond the reach 
Of patient courage, kindly speech \ 
And yet so bravo the soul outbreathadf 
Tiie great examplo he bequeathedf 
Were all to follow, we should see 
A universal chivalry. 

His trust, the People I They respond 
From Maino to Florida, beyond 
The Rca-wallcd continent's broad scopOf 
Honor his pledge, confinn his hope. 
Hark ! over seas the echo hcncoy 
The nations do him reverence. 
An Empress lays iicr votive wreath 
AVhcro peoples weep with bated breath* 
The worlil-clork strikes a fateful hour. 
Bright with fair portents, big with poweTf ->» 
The fmt since history's course has run* 
When kings* and peoples' cause is one ; 
Those mourn a brother — these a son I 

how he loved them I Tliat gray mom. 
When his wound-wasted form was borne 
North, from the AYliito House to the seay 
Lifting his tired lids tliankfully, 

'' How good,*' ho murmured in his pftiiif 

"To see the people once again 1 *' 



194 BOKUBt. 

Oh, how thej ^anA him I They otood lhn«, 
Tlironging tho nwd, tho Mrcct, iho R^uan^ 
Willi liiuhed liiM lockod i» itilciit prayor, 
UneoTored bBrndakod ■trcaniiii}* cyo^ 
BrvathlcH aa when k father diea. 
The ncofd* of that gbortly ri<lo, 
Put town uid field at lan-Diiig-tide. 

When lift's toll itrMni Ii wont to guah 
Through nil ttn waja with l>oi»tci-ouR ruithi 
— Tho rworda not* that oiiro n hoiind 
Had barbed, and onoo wn» liciird tlio MUiid 
Of eari-wliceb rumbling on tlio stone*— 
Anil once, mid itiflod ioIm iuhI groani. 
One man dami aadibljr latiii-iit. 
And cried, " God bleu Mm Pretidcnt 1 " 
Always tho waiting rrowdi to aend 
A Godspeed to bin joumoy'a end ^ 
Tlio anxious whuipcr, brow of glooiDi 
Aa in a ticknew-aacred roooii 
"nil his ear drank with eota^ 
The rfaythmie ihnnden of the m*. 

Tear* for the amittcn EathirioM, 
The wife's, the mother's Uf»dittn*i, 
To whom the million-thrMded noan 
From throne and hat, nu^ not atono 
For on* htuhed rotea, on* emp^ ehair^ 
One presence raiNing e'er j n li a w b 
Bat only word* of Jojr and cbotri 
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Tlie people from his grare sliall hear* 
Wero tliey not worUiy of lib tnul» 
From whoso seed sprang the sacred dost ? 
lie broko the bars tliat separalo 
The humblo from tlie high estate^ 
And heirs of empire round his bed 
Mourn with tlio '* disinherited." 

Oh, toil-worn, patient Heart that bleeda» 
Whoso martyrdom even his exceedsy 
Wronged, curAcd, despised, misundenlood-* 
Oh, all-enduring multitude, 
Rejoice I amid your tears, rejoice ! 
There issues from this grave a voieef 
Proclaiming your long night is o*ery 
Your day-dawn breaks from shore to thorae 
You have redeemed his pledge, remahied 
Secure, erect, and self-sustained. 
Holding more dear one tiling alone, 
Even tlian the blood of dearest aoiif 
Revering with religious awe 
The inviolable might of Law. 



A MA8WM or VSJtlCS. 

A MASQUE OF VENICE. 
(a DtauM.) 



In Uw 



I cup Uiftt u th« 



Kot ft rippla m Um bWk trtniluccnt lana 
Of tha [wkco-waUed Ugooik 

Mot ft erf 
A> the gondolian with rdvat oar glide by, 
llinMgh the gtdden ftfttnMMtn. 

From thu heiglri 
TThne the rarrH, ago-jrcUownl bulconjr o'erjntt 
Yomlcr liqnii), inarblc pavomcnti tee tbe li^it 
Shimnicr aoft bcncatli tbe brid|[e 

Tlwtftbats 
On a Ubjnnth of irater«mfe u>d ihatft 
Balf their Bk; off with ite tiAgi. 

We Hull nurii 
All the pof^tit from this iroiy porch of onn, 
KlMquu «ihI jetton, mime* ftad mtiutnk, whIU 

we liftric 
To Iheir manic u thejr fare. 

Scent Uuir Aowen 
Flnitf; from boat to boftt is I 

•liowcn 
Through the laaghto^nglBg ftlr. 
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See 1 they comei 
lake a flock of scrponi-Uiroated blaek-i^ained 

swans, 
With the mandoline, the viol, and the dmm, 
Gems afire on arms unglovedy 

Fluttering fans, 
Floating mantles like a great moth's streakj Tans 
Such as Veronese loved. 

But behold 
In their midst a white unruffled swan appear. 
One strange barge that snowy tapestries enfoldy 
White its tasseled, silver prow. 

Who is hero ? 
Frinco of Love in masquerade or Prince of Feari 
Clad in glittering silken snow ? 

Cheek and chin 
Where the mask's edge stops are of the hoar- 

frost*s hue. 
And no eycbcams seem to sparkle from within 
Where the hollow rings have place. 

Yon gay crew 
Seem to fly him, he seems ever to pursue. 
'T is our sport to watch the race. 

At his side 
Stands the goldenest of beauties ; from her glance^ 
From her forehead, shines the splendor of a 
bride. 
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A UdSQUS or VKMICE. 



And hn feet wen) shod with wings 

Toentnneet 
For ibe lei^ into ft wild and rhythmic ilonce, 
like SftloDM at the KiiigV 

Tbhii eim 
Jiiet to held, to cUep her once againit hii breut, 
Hen to Bee him, la elode Um in the game. 
Ah, ibe feen him orermtieh I 

I. it jet,— 
!■ it eoTDeet ? o itnuige riddle lurlu lulf-gQOHed 
In her hMnr of hii toneh. 

For caeh lime 
That hie tnow-white flngiere reach her, f adea aooM 

ray 
From the giloiy of her beauty in itt prima i 
And the knowledge growe apoa u that the danee 

Ib do play 
Twixt tlte pcde, myiteriooe lom and the f^ — 
Bat the whirl ol fate and ckanM. 

\Vhere the tide 
Of the brood lagoon iinki plomb into the eea. 
There the royitie gondolier hath won hia hrida. 
Hark, one helploM, ttifled lereua I 

Uort it be ? 
Uimea nod mioetrola, flowwa and mmk, iriiOT* 

are ye? 
Waa an Veaiee aoeh » diwaf 
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AUTUMN SADNESa 

Air and sky are swathed in gold 

Fold on fold, 
Light glows throogh the trees like wiati 
Earth, sun-quickcnedf swoons for Uiss 

'Neath his kiss, 
Brcatlilofls in a trance divine. 

Natnro pauses from her task. 

Just to bask 
In these luird transfigured hoars. 
The green leaf nor stays nor goetf 

But it grows 
Royaler than mid-June's floweiit 

Such impassioned silence fills 

AU the hills 
Burning with unflickering fire -• 
Such a blood-red splendor stains 

Tlio leaves' veins. 
Life seems one fulfilled desire^ 

While earth, sea, and heavens shinoy 

Heart of mine, 
Say, what art Uiou waiting for ? 
Shall the cup ne'er reach tlie lip» 

But still slip 
Till the life-long tiiirst give o'er? 




AUTOK.'i BADNESS. 

Slull nij loal, tM frosts may tanw^ 

G«tch new fiame 
From tlio incftixlcscent air ? 
In IhU Biiptbl joy aput, 

Oh my heart, 
trhithcr ahaH wa lonely fan ? 

S«^ aoDM dukj, twilight >pot, 

Qnita forgot 
Of tho Avtnnui'* Bacchic fire^ 
Whan aoft mbta and ihadowi lUepi 

TImt* ootwoep 

("a run deaira. 
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SONNETS. 



ECHOES. 



Late-borx and woman-eouled I dare not hope^ 

The freshness of the elder lays, the might 

Of manly, modern passion sliall alight 

Upon my Muse's lips, nor may I cope 

(Who veiled and screened by womanhood most 

grope) 
With tlie world's strong-armed warriors and re- 
cite 
Tho dangers, wounds, and triumphs of the fight ; 
Twanging the full-stringed lyre through all its 

scope. 
But if tliou ever in some lake-floored care 
O'erbrowed by rocks, a wild Toice wooed and 

heard, 
Answering at once from heaven and earth and 

wave, 
Lending olf-music to thy harshest word» 
Misprize thou not these echoes that belong 
To one in love with solitude and song. 



TBS HKW COLtaaOB. 



Opt have I brooded va defeat sod pitin, 
Hm pMtlio* of Uw Mapid, stmnbUng Uirong. 
Tliese I ignore bwlaj and va\j lon^; 
To poor mj aottl forth in one tmn])>ct strain, 
Ono clear, grief-tbattering, triompliant aong, 
For all the nctoric* of nutii'i Ugh onil<>aror, 
Palm-bearing, laureled deeda that Iito forever. 
The aplendor clotliing him wboee vill is atrong. 
Haat than beheld the deep, glad eyes of one 
'Who has peraisted and aduered P Rcjoico 1 
On naught diviner ihincs the all^ecing nun. 
Salute him witli free heart and chernl voice, 
'Alidst flippant, feeble crowda of ipectrea wan. 
The bold, lignificant, •oeceaifnl man. 



THE NEW COLOSSUS.* 

Not like the braxcn giant of Greek fame. 
Will) eonqncring limbt aatHdo from land to land i 
Here at our Mm-«rashed, ntnaet gatca iball itaad 
A miglitf woman with a torch, vhoae fiaaw 
Ib the imprisoned lightning, and her ume 
Mother of Exilea. Ynm her beaeoo-haiMl 
Glow* world-wide weloome ) her nild eyM eoB- 
mand 
> Writtea ta ail •! BarthsW PalMlal rndl, U6I. 
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The air-bridged harbor that twin citiet fiams. 
''Keep, ancient landi, your storied pomp I" 

cries she 
With silent lips. "Giro me yoor tiredf yoiir 

poor. 
Tour huddled masses yearning to breathe freoy 
Tlie wretched refuse of year teeming shore. 
Send these, the homeless, tempest4ott to 
I lift my lamp beside the golden door 1 ** 



VENUS OF THE LOUVBE. 

Dowx tlie long hall she glistens like a star. 
The foam-bom mother of Loto, tnuisflsed lo 

stone, 
Yet none the less immortxd, breathing on. 
Time*s brutal hand liatli maimed bat eoaU nol 

mar. 
Wlicn firnt the onthrallo<l enchantress from afar 
Da7Jilcd mine eyes, I saw not her alone, 
Serenely jioiMod on her world-worshipped thronOp 
As when she guided once her doTO-drawn eari— 
But at her feet a pale, death-stricken JoWf 
Her life ailorcr, sobbecl farewell to lore. 
Here Heine wept I Here still he weeps aneWf 
Nor oTcr shall his shadow lift or more, 
Wliile mourns one ardent heart, one poet4MndD» 
For Tanished Hellas and Hebraio pain. 




A DREAM of interlinking banlt, of feet 
llrrlcM to ipin Uta atiMen, fury Knof, 
Of Dm cnUn^ing wolti. Briglit cyrbcams moctt 
Gbj Un^ter eehoM from tlia vniiltoil roof. 
IVann perfnmci ritst tlw Mft unHiikcrinf; [[low 
Of bnnching liglita mU off ike cliaii);oriil cliitrmi 
Of glancing gcma, rich ■tnlli, iLc ilaMlin;; inuir 
Of nccki nnkeivhieft, UnI bue. clinging nrnu. 
Hark to tlio mniic I How beneiitli iho strain 
Of reeklcH revoliy, Tibrmtei and Bobi 
Ono funilamcnUl ehord of eonRbuil [muri 
Tlw pnlae4)eat of Iho ]migI'i heart tltat tlirab*. 
So fcnmt, lliough all tb« dancing wavoi rejirie*^ 
Tbo troablcd Ma'i diteoiuolate, deep roico- 



Who shftll proelaini the golden fable falae 
Of Oqilieiis' miraelea ? Tliit lubtle >tnua 
Aboro oiir proto-world's nnlid ion and gain 
Uglitl^ uplift! ns. With the rltjthniie walti, 
Tlio l/ric prclade, the neetanal aong 
Of lore and langnor, varied vieioni rite, 
That melt and blend to our enchanted ojet. 
Tho Polish poet who ilsqii aileneed long, 
Tbo eoraplMouled Bmidan, hrealhee afalB 
Elenal elequeaoe, li 
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BoviTod tho exalted face we know so weU, 
The illuminated oycB, Uie fragile frame, 
Slowly eoiMuming witli ita inward flamoi 
We Btir not, speak not, lest we break the spdL 

III. 

A yoico was needed, sweet and true and fine 
As the sail spirit of tlie evening breexe, 
Throbbinp^ with human passion, yet dinne 
As the wild bird*s untutored melodies* 
A voice for him 'ncath twilight heavens dim, 
Who mourncth for his dead, while round him 

fall 
The wan and noiseless leaves. A voiee for him 
Who sees tlio first green sprout, who koan th« 

call 
Of the firHt robin on the first spring day. 
A voice for all whom Fate hath set apart, 
Who, still miflprized, must iierisli by tiie way, 
Longing with love, for that they lack the art 
Of their own souVs expression. For all tliesa 
Sing the unspoken ho|)e, the vague, sad reveries. 

IV. 

Tlien Nature shaped a poet's heart— a lyre 
From out whose chords the lightest breeio that 

blows 
Drew trembling music, wakening sweet desire. 
How shall sho cherish him? Behold! she 

throws 



206 BTMraomo nnDtEM. 

Tlii* pnclooi, Ingila to tM iu e la (ha wUrl 

Of MeUung punom i Iw k l eourfied wmI itan^ 

Mart diva i& ttonn-vext aeu, if bvt mm pearl 

Of ut or boMitjr thonfram majr ba wnB(;. 

No pimJiniwod pennra njnnph hk IIuim alull 

An aouuon rf Uwoglit with wrordgn ojoa, 
IVhoM Vim WM pobon, DUfrhntlaed, worldly- 

wUe, 
Inqwcd tlwt alfls. ddkato hanaosf . 
Rich gun for h 1 Dat with him k it well ? 
n* poet iriw mm( wnd with, hnren, uid 

h*UI 



STilPHONIC STUDIES. 
(Arm BOKBKT Muvmjuni.) 



Oluk ftorm-cloiKk in hot beavoM of raid-Joly 
llnng heavj, brooding orer luict and mk i 
Our licBrt)^ n-trmnbla, throbbed in harraoBy 

Willi tlio wild, rMtloM tono of nir mmI ikj. 

Shall we not e«U liini IVo«pero who liold 
In liij eneluuitetl hnwli the tetofnl kejr 
Of ihat (empntnoaa hoor'i mjriteij, 

And with contiollins wud oar npirits ipelled, 

With him to wnndor bjr • ean^riglit ihorei 
To benr fine, fkirjr Toieeii nnd to fly 
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8 YM PHONIC STUDIEB. 2ffl 

With disombodiod Ariel once more 
Above oortli's wrook and rain? Far and 

nigh 
Tlio laughter of the thunder eelioed loodf 
And harmless lightnings leapt from eloiid to 

cloud. 

I. 

Floating upon a swelling ware of soandy 
Wo scoincd to overlook an endless sea : 
Poised 'twixt clear heavens and glittering surf 
wore we. 

We drank the air in flight : we knew no bound 

To the audacious ventures of desire* 

Nigh us the sun was dropping, drowned ia 

gold ; 
Deep, deep below the burning billows roUod t 

And all the sea sang like a smitten lyre. 

Oh, the wild voices of those chanting waves I 
The human faces glimpsed beneatli tlio tide t 

Familiar eyes gazed from profound sea-eavesy 
And we, exalted, were as we liad died. 

We knew the soa was Life, tlie harroonioos eiy 

The blended discords of humanity* 

IX. 

Look deeper yet : mark 'midst tlia waTO*Uarrod 
maflfl, 
In lines diHtinct, in colors clear deflned. 
The typie gronjM and figures of mankind. 

Behold within the cool and liquid glass 



208 arMPBONic arcotMM. 

Bright child-folk ipoitiDg with imooth jrellow 
•heU*. 
A«trido of dolphina, leaping op to Um 
Fair mothei^faoea. FrMn tba rut whyta 

How jajtndj thoir thoogfat-iroe Ut^hter well* I 

Soma aliunbar in grim e*Tam> nnafhud, 
Lulled bjr tlio orcrwhoInuBg mtm'i saiind. 

And Mtno nutko montlu at dragoog, unJia- 

Oh ilonntleM innoeeiM*! The gnlb profoaml 
BeCcho itrmngely with thmr riagfa^ gIo«, 
And with wke tncmaidi' phinlin mttody. 

m. 
What do the tea-nymplu in that coral cavo ? 

With wondering tjet their nipple lomu tbey ■ 

bend 
O'er aomctliing nrely bcaalifnl. Tlief tend 
Their litlic white amu, and throngfa the goldon 

wave 
They lift it Undcrljr. Oh blinding sight I 
A naked, radiant goddcM, tnnccd in ileep, 
Full-Iimbcd, Toluptaioaa, 'Math the mantUog 
sweep 
Of Bubum loclu tliot hisi her anklea white I 
Upward tlicy bear her, chanting low and awcat t 

Tlio clinging waten part before their waj, 

Jewels of floino aro daaeing 'noalh their feeb 

Up in tbo lanfliino, on soft foam, thejr lay 

Tlicir proeioui bardcnt and rotnrt) forlorn. 

Oh, bliet ! oh. angnUi I Uortala, Ln* b bom I 
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IV. 

Hark I from anfathomable deeps a dir|{e 
SvrelU sobbing through Uio melancholy idr : 
Where Love has ontorcil, DcaUi is also ihortt 

Tho wail outrings tlio chafod, tumaltuous surge | 

Ocean and eartli, Uio lUinittAble skies, 

rrolong ono note, a mourning for Uio doadf 
Tho ery of souls not to bo comforted. 

What piercing music 1 Funoml visions rise. 

And send tho hot tears raining down our clieok* 
We see tho silent grave upon tlie hill 
With its lono lilac-bush. O heart, be still 1 

She will not rise, she will not stir nor speak. 

Surely, tho unretuniing dead are blest. 

Ring on, sweet dirge, and knell ns to oar rest I 

V. 

Upon the silver beach tlio undines dance 
With interlinking arms and flying liairi 
Lilco iM)liHhcd marble gleam tlioir limbs lofl 
baro; 
Upon Uicir virgin rites pale moonbeams glance. 
Softer the music I for their foam-bright feel 
Print not tho moist floor where they trip their 

round : 
Aitrighted they will scatter at a sound, 
Leap in their cool seorchambers, nimbly fleeti 
And we shall doubt tliat we have ever seen, 
Whilo our sane eyes behold stray wreaths of 
mis^ 



■■^Lfl^l 


SIO arMPSoirtc artruu. 




Km,i, 




hail baa. 




ba>a, 


And niddD(Uiiglilarri|i|>laa llmeh Ihi aii. 


TL 


DiTidad 'mat Ika diaai^warid aad Uia rtal, 


Wa baud Iba waiLig |»_ia> a( Ihi .ohe 


Sooraa ta acak tha beavaaa an piniona 


atrong. 


Aiaklat tba hHie-iararbanot tbaiidat.p<.al, 



A(pun>t tho nun-blarred aqiura of .light, Uu 
IicmI 
Of Um pale poet at lb« Ijrrie k«ji 
Stood bold!/ catt abaorbod in NVflriea, 
Wliile over it kMn4>taded li^tninga plajreda 
** IUg9 on, wild ttonn I " tbo niuio Menwd to 
■ing: 
"Not all the tiraiHlm of Uijr wnUh caa 

The Mai tliat '* dedioUo to ironlup|niig 

Etomal Bcantjr, ororiHting Lore." 
No moro 1 the eong wu taded, and bdioUi 
A rainbow tnmbUng •■ ft akj al gold I 
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EPILOOUB. 

Forth in tho sunlit, rain-bathed air we stepped, 
Swoot with the dripping grass and flower* 

ing vino, 
And saw through irised clouds the pole 
sun shino. 
Back o'er the hills the rain-noist slowlj crept 
Like a transparent curtain's silvery sheen ; 
And fronting us the painted bow was arched, 
Whcrcunder the majestio cloud • shapes 
marched : 
In the wet, yellow light tlie dazzling green 
Of lawn and bush and tree seemed stained 
with blue. 
Our hearts o'erflowed with peace. THth 
smiles we spake 
Of partings in the past, of courage new, 
Of high achiovomont, of tlie dreams thai 
make 
A wonder and a glory of our days, 
And all life's music but a hymn of praise* 



LONG ISLAND SOUND. 

I 8KR it OS it looked one afternoon 
In August, — by a fresh soft breeze o'erblown. 
The swiftness of the tide, the light thereon, 
A far-off sail, white as a crescent moon. 



812 DSaTtMT. 

Tbn ihiiung wktm whh pala eamiita tlrewa, 
Tin qniet GiluDg^muka, the Eutont cotc, 
Tbe Mmi-eirclc of iti dark, green gniro. 
Tba IniniticHw grueee, and tbe xaenf sun 
In the grave Jkj ; the ipuUe tar and wide, 
I«ighter of OMeeit eluldten, dteetM chirp 
Of criekelB, and low liap of riiqiluig tide, 
light snmmer doode fmtwticil m ikrp 
Changing nnnotad whik I gawd tbtrcon. 
AH tboM iair Mnnda nad i^iti I M«de mj own. 



FAmn, from throat! of iron, lilTOr, bnM, 
Joj-^tlinndcring cannon, blent with duming beHa, 
And martial Btraini, tbe foll-Toiced psan awella. 
Tbe air i* sUrred wilb flaga, tbe chanted man 
Throng! nil the chnrchee, jet tbe broad itroete 

With gloil-ered groapa who chatter, laogh, aad 

In hotidk; eonfii!!on, ctaM with elan. 
And OTcr all the ■pring, the ann^flooda warm I 
In the Imperial palace that Uareh morn. 
The beautital jonng mother laj and amiled ( 
Fot hjr her aide yaA huallmil the Priae*, hn 

child. 

Heir to na enpirf) to the poiple bora, 
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Crowned with the Titan's name that sttrt tba 

heart 
Like a blown clarion — one more Bonaparta. 

1879. 

Born to the purple, Ijing stark and dead. 
Transfixed with poisoned spears, beneath the tan 
Of brazen Africa ! Thy gra^e is one, 
Fore-fated youth (on whom were Tisited 
Follies and sins not tliine), whereat the world. 
Heartless liowe'er it be, will pause to sing 
A dirge, to breathe a sigh, a wreath to fling 
Of rosemary and rue with bay-leases curled. 
Enmeshed in toils ambitious, not thine own, 
Immortal, loved boy-Prince, thou tak'st thy stand 
With early doomed Don Carlos, hand in hand 
With mild-browed Arthur, Greoffrey's murdered 

son. 
Louis the Dauphin lifts his thorn-ringed head, 
And welcomes thee, his brother, 'mongst the dead. 



FROM ONE AUGUR TO ANOTHER. 

So, Calchas, on the sacred Palatine, 
You tliought of Mopeus, and o*er wastes of sea 
A flower brought your message. I divine 
(Through my deep art) the kindly mockery 
That played about your lips and in your eyes, 
Plucking the frail leaf, while yoa dreamed of 
home. 



S14 TBt cMJira or ibtcob. 

Thiuiki for Um nlent graetin^l I ihaQ priie. 
Beyond Jane't roM, Un teoitlew flowar dF Rome. 
All the Compegnft ipremila before mj ^^t, 
"nw moaMering wall, Um Cwwre' tomb* nti> 

Rome and tbe Tiber, end the jellow light, 
'Wlterein the honej^colored UosKm breetiied. 
fiat moat I tliaak it — egMaU that we bet 
For pioring then aad there joa tboogfat of roe. 



THE CRANE3 OF IBTCUa 

TitERE waa a man who watched the rirar flow 
Part llic hiigo town, ono ^jkj November tiny. 
Round him in narrow higlt-pilcd ttrceU at play 
Tlie boys nindo merry aa they aaw liim ^ 
Murmuring hnlMouil, with cycn uimn iIm atrran, 
Tlio immortal acreed he held williin Ilia hemL 
For he woa walking in an April land 
With Fauxt and Helen. Shadowy aa a dream 
Woa the proac-wDHd, the rirer and tlte town. 
Wild yaj powcwed bitni Uiroagh cnebanted 

Rkics 
Ha wtw tlio crnnea of Ihyma awoop dowa. 
He closed tlte page, he lifted tip hia eyea, 
Lo — a block line of tnnla in warer i iq; thread 
Dure him tbe greeting! of the deathlew dead I 
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CRITIC AND POET. 

AN APOLOGUE. 

("Poetrr miiBt b« timple, leiwnmis, or iwipiMJoaoil | 
thi8 man ia noitlicr Minplo, •eiwiKNM, nor impaarioatdl 
therefore he is not a poet'*) 

No mnn had ever heard a nightingolo, 
When oncj a keen-eyed nataralist was ttiiTcd 
To study and define — what is a bird^ 
To chissify by rote and book, nor fail 
To mark its structure and to note the scale 
AVhereon its song might possibly be heard* 
Thus far, no farther ; — so he spake the word* 
AVhon of a sudden, — bark, the nighUngiUI 

Oh deeper, higher than he eould divine 
That all-unearthly, untaught strain ! He saw 
The plain, brown warbler, unabashed. ^Nol 

mine " 
(He cried) '< the error of this fatal flaw. 
No bird is this, it soars beyond my line. 
Were it a bird, 't would answer to mj law.** 



LtFt AHD 4MT. 



ST. UICHAEL'S CHAPEL. 

WnEH Uw vexed hnbbnb of oar world of gain 
Roan round about me m I walk tiw street. 
The mTriad noiM of Tnffle, and tho boat 
Of Toil'i ineesBant humwr, the fierce »trnin 
Of Straggle hand to hand and brain Co brain, 
Ofttima a nddcn dream mj lenM will cheat. 
The guidj ihopa, the (kj^Hleil roofi retreat, 
And all at once I atand mitlualled again 
Within a marble mitwter orer ■eaii 
I watch the wlemn gold'«taiiied gloocD lli&t creopa 
To Ieim an alaboiter tomb, where aleepa 
A ladf 'twixt two knigfata' etotia efflgio*, 
And erery daj in diukj glorj rteepa 
Their anilptared ilomber of fire e 



LIFE AND ABT. 

Not while the fever of the Mood ia atrong, 
The heart throbe lond, the i^es an veiled, tio IcM 
AVitli paaaion than with teara, the Mnee ehall Ideaa 
TIte poct-eool to help and eoothe with tong. 
Not tlien she bide hii trembling lipa expnM 
Tlie aching gtadneM, the volaptnooa pain. 
Zih U hia pocra then ; fieah, aenae, and bnln 
Ona fidl-atringod Ijro attoiwd to happimw 
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Bat when tlie dream is done, tlie pnlaes faily 
The day*s illasion, with the day's san tet. 
He, lonely in the twilight, sees the pale 
Divine Consoler, featured like Regret, 
Enter and clasp his liand and kiss hit brow. 
Then his lips ope to sing — as mine do now. 



SYMPATHY. 

TiiEnEFORR I dare reveal my private woe, 

The secret blots of my ini])crfcct heart, 

Nor strive to shrink or swell mine own desert. 

Nor beautify nor hide. For tliis I know, 

Tliat even as I am, thou also art 

Thou past heroic forms unmoved shalt go. 

To pause and bide with n^e, to whisper low : 

'' Not I alone am weak, not I apart 

Must suffer, struggle, conquer day by day. 

Here is my very cross by strangers bomei 

Here is my bosom-sin wherefrom I pray 

Hourly deliverance — this my rose, my thorn* 

This woman my souFs need can understand, 

Stretching o'er silent gulfs her sister hand*** 



AOM AKD MATE, 



TOUTH AKD DEATH. 

WoAT halt thon doM to thii dear friend et 

minst 
Tlioa cold, wUto, iilaBt StnogerF From my 

hmnd 
Her cUipcd hud lUpi to mwt Um c;ra«p of 

thine i 
Her ejre* thitt flamed with lore, $X thj command 
Store •tone-bUnk on Uank airi her frotcn hcut 
Forget! mjr prcMiwe. Teach me who tliun art, 
Vague ihaduw ijiding 'twixt mj Eriend and me. 

I never uw tliee till thii ndden bottr. 
What acerct door gave entrance onto thoe ? 
What power ii tiuae, o'emaitoring Lott'a Mra 



AGE AND DEATH. 

Coue cloHr, kind, whito, long-familiar frietid, 

Embrace me, fold me to Ihj broad, aoft breaab 
Life baa grown atrange and eoU, hot ihon doat 
bend 
Mild ryei of bleming wooing to my reab 
So often tuut tboa coma, and from mj lida 
So ijuuty haat tboa Inrod, I only bide 
Thjr beck, to follow gUd thjr atcpa divi&a. 
Thy world ia paeplad for nai tUa weeU'a 
bar*. 
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Throng^i all thcso jeort mj coach iboa dkbt 
prepare. 
Thoa art supremo Lore — - kin me ^ I am thiao I 



CITY VISIONS. 



X. 



As the blind Milton's memory of lighty 
The ilcaf Hcctliovcn*8 phantasy of tone. 
Wrought joys for them surpassing all things 

known 
In onr restricted sphere of sound and dghl,— 
So while the glarin^;^ streets of brick and stona 
Vex with heat, noise, and dust from mom till 

night, 
I will give rein to Fancy, taking flight 
From dismal now and here, and dwell alone 
With new-enfranchised senses. All day l<Mig9 
Think ye *t is I, who sit *twixt darkenetl walla. 
While ye chase l)cauty over land and sea 7 
Uplift on wings of some rare poet's sopgf 
Where the wide billow laughs and leapt and 

falls, 
I soar cloud-high, free as the winds are free. 

n. 

Who grasp the substance? who 'mid shadowa 

strays ? 
He who within some dark-bright wood rec l i i iee» 
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Twixt ilevp and nklng, whore lb* needled 

pinei 
Hm cahionod «U hit eonch with toft brawn 

He notce not bow the liring water aldM*, 
Trembling along the cliff, a flickering linM, 
Brimming a wine-bri^t pool, nor lift! his gue 
To read the ancient wondon and the ^n«. 
Doee he jkmscm the actnalt or do I. 
Wlio paint on air mon than hie Moae rcccirea, 
The jittering pine^ufti with cloaod tyn bo- 
hold, 
Hreathe tlie itrMtg minoo* perfume. tn> tlie ikjr 
Quiver like aure flame between the learci, 
And open nnwen gatea with kej of gdd J 



INFLUENCE. 

Tub fervent, pale-faced >[olher ere the eleep, 
Look* out upon the ugiag4igfated aqnare, 
The beaotiful bare treei, the bine nigfatHtir, 
The rorelation of llie itar^trewn deepi 
AVorld above world, and heaven over heaven. 
Between the tree-tope and the ekiee, her eight 
Reata on a tteadfaat raddjr-eluning light, 
High in the tower, aa eaithlj itar of «v«n. 
Here is the faith in eainta* and angeli' powtTt 
And mediating lore^ehe brea t bee a piv* 
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For yon tired watcher in tho gray old tower. 

He tlie shrewd, skejHic poet unaware 

Feels comforted and stilledi and knows not 

whence 
Falls this unwonted ^loaco on heart and senae. 



RESTLESSNESS.* 

Would I had waked this mom where FlorenM 

smiles, 
A-bloom with beauty, a whito rose fuU-blowttf 
Yet rich in sacred dust, in storied stonOi 
Precious pa»t all the wealth of Indian isles-* 
From olive-hoary Fiesolo to feed 
On Bninellesclii's dome my hunj^ry eye, 
And see against tho lotus-colored sky, 
Sjmng tho 8llm belfry fi^aceful as a reed. 
To kneel upon the ground whero Dante trodf 
To breathe the air of immortality 
From Angclo aiul Raphael — to he^^ 
Each sense new-quickened by a demi-god. 
To hear tho liquid Tuscan speech at whileSi 
From citizen and peasant, to l)ehold 
Tho heaven of Leonardo washed with gold — 
Would I had waked this mom where Florence 

smiles ! 

^ Written btfore risitbg Florenee. 



THE SPAGNOLErra 



DRAUATIS PEESONjE. 

Tiom Jouk or Kvtmak. 

iotKT RinrnA, Ok SpojnetMa. 

jMitnuto, unbir fvtnj liaii«H vtitlt p^^H ^Eibtr*> 

t.t-<-A. •rri.n.J la UiifT*. 
A OrWTi.rxAK. 



*.|((MA, ilatijhttr lo ifibrra. 

cvA, danshlrr la Jiiim, oaJ m\f* A 



LAr-SlTRH. 

Lonti, LkdiM, Omilenwn, StmnU. 
ScKira — i>iiriii;(A«/raf/wr(ic(t, fx Jfaptut lilltf pi 

triAc;^A Oft, in raUrm*. Tfmi, aim 1000. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L 

The Studio ofiki SrAOKOLKira Ribkha oI W9rh he/a 
his cancan. Maria teated iome litUe ditianci MiW 
Aim ; a piece qfemhroiderif it in her handgf Ud dU glamees 
up from it inceMMantljf toward her faiker wiih iw^taiiemi 

movements, 

MARIA* 

Father I 

(RiBKRA, abwrbed in hia work^ make§ nortplgf tktpmU hg 
her embroiderjff goes toward him and kt$$e$ kim gmiig. 
lie tiarii, looki up at Act, and retumt Act eontf.) 

RinBRA. 

My cluld t 



MARIA. 

Alroady you forgot. 
Oh, heedless father I Did you not promise 
To lay aside your brush tonlay at dooDi 
And toll me tlio groat soerot ? 

rihera. 

Ah, 't U traei 
I am to blame. But it is morning yot | 
My child, wait still a little. 



MARIA. 

'Tis morning yet I 
Nay, it was noon one mortal hoar ago^ 
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A1I jiaticnco I Iiavo uit till you »lioulil turn 
And bi'ckon me. Tho rosy angrls brcalbe 
UjNin Iho cniirn* ; I might <U till night, 
Ami, if I RjKkkD not, you wonld never glnnce 
From tliciT celestial fnccs. Dear my father. 
Your braif is moist, nnil yet your hands are ie« { 
Yonr very eye* arc tired — I>rny. "*' awhile. 
Tlio 8|>a^oleUo ncct no lonf,-«r tail 
A« in the Rtrecls of Rome for boggan' fitn; 
Now princes hide liis plcosuni. 

RIDRSA (lAr«ini«ttrfeAi'«liwlaw//M&tf«). 
Ah. Mario, 
Tliou speok'tt in season. Let me no'cr forget 
T1io«e days of deip-ndntion. wlicn I sUrved 
Befere the gates of iwilares. Tlie genni 
Kiirrc<l then within me nf the jierfect fniits 
AVhcretrith my hands havo siiico enriched God'i 

Vcngcaneo 1 Townl for ovcry moment'l iting^ 
Vcngcanre on wcaltli, rank, •tution, fortoM, 

gcuitis. 
See, irhile I paint, all elw «*eapet my Miue, 
8aTe tliia bright throng of phantuie* that pT«M 
Upon my brain, each claiming from my band 
Its immortality, liut tlioa, my child, 
ncmin<l'Bt mo of mine oath, my aaered pride, 
TIm eternal hatred lodged within my breub 
Philip of Spain shall iraiU I will not ddga 
To add UMlay the final tooch of lite 
Unto thii nuutorpiect. 



•1 



t 
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MARIA. 

So! thotis welL 
Put hy the eoTtous brush that separates 
Father from daughter. Now you are all mine 

own* 
And now — your secret 

RIBERA. 

^line ? 'T is none of mine t 
'T is thine, Maria. John of Austria 
Desires our presence at his ball to-night 

MARIA. 

Prince John ? 

RIBERA. 

Ay, girl, Prince John. I looked to see 
A haughty joy dance sparkling in thine eyes 
And bum upon thy check. But what is this ? 
Timid and pole, thou droop*st thy head abashed 
As a poor flower*girl whom a lord accosts. 

MARIA. 

Forgire me. Sure, 't is you Don John desueSf 
The prince of artists — 

RIBERA. 

Art ! Prate not of art I 
Think*st thou I move an artist 'midst his guests ? 
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At BDch I rommone with B loftier »ce ; 
An^Is nnil 8|>iriU are mjr ministen. 
Tliese Jo I part tiside to grace liis halls | 
A Spaoiiti geotleman — and so, luB peer. 



Falhcr, I am not well : my bead throbs fa«t, 
Unironted languor weighs upon raj Iraue. 



Anger roo not, Maria, "t U my will, 
Thou slialt obey. II«U, what tlicso women bol 
No uUtnclo would daunt lliem in tlie qoMt 
Of tliat wltirh, freely given, tliey rrjeat. 
Hold! Ilaply jnst oeeft^ioii bidn llioo seem 
Unlike thyself. Spcnk fcnrlcwly, dear child t 
Confide to mo tliy knowlcdgo, thy surmise. 

MABIA (larrM'r). 
No, father, yon were HghL I hare no ewiei i 
Punish rae — nay, forgive, and I obey. 

BIBERA. 

There spoke my child ; kiss me and be foi^Ten. 
Sometimes I doubt tbou pUyest apon my Iotb 
'Willfully, knowing me as soft as clny, 
Whom tlie world knows of marble. In such 

moods, 
I SM my spirit mirror'd first, and then 
From thy large tjm Uqr Huotod moQm't «m1 
Uncloodcd shiDO. 



^ 
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MARIA. 

Can I be like to her ? 
I only knew her faded, white, and gmTOy 
And 80 she etill floats ragaely through my 

dreams, 
With eyes like your own angels'i and a brow 
Worthy an aureole. 

RIDERA. 

An earthly crowUi 
lly princess, might more illly rest on thine* 
Annicca hath hor colors, blue-block liair, 
And |mlo, brown flesh, and gray, untroubled 

eyes; 
Yet thou mora often bring'st hor to my mind, 
For all tlio tawny gold of thy thick locks, 
Tliy rare white face, and brilliant Spanish orbs* 
Tliino is hor lUping trick of voice, her laugh, 
Tlio blithest music slill this side of lioaYon ; 
Tliino her free, springing gait, though there- 
withal 
A swaying, languid motion all thine own. 
Recalls Valencia more than Italy. 
Like and unlike tliou art to her, as still 
My memory loves to hold her, as she first 
Beamed like the star of morning on my life. 
Hot, faint, and footsore, I had paced sinee dawn 
The sun*bakcd streets of Naples, seeking work, 
Not alms, despite the beggar tliat I looked. 




Now 'twai ntgli tciinth, ami my ■iiit hul mot 
Witli ritrt rcfusnl, i>Uiir|i rebuff, ami gil>ca. 
l*raiM:il he tlio utiiits 1 fur every ilroj) ot gull 
lu tlmt day'* Lriraiiiing cup, I linvo upheld 
A )KiiuiiMl Wokcr to aiiotlter'i lip*. 
KLuiy a one liAlli Uio lUbcra taiiclit 
To (ore a vagabond llirmi|[li nltcn atrccts i 
A pMt unrecr>gniKcd 'iiiiiliit cUurlii uid clown*, 
Willi kinilled roiiI nflnmc, nnil body fniiil 
For lock of lircnd. Dntueuirliiiio kiiowi, 
And GcMi, Oaido, Aniiibal Caroeci ^ 

H&RtA. 

Dear fallier, calm yeui-Mlf. Yon hud bepin 
To tcU mc how yon uw my mother ilnt. 



Tnic, I forgot it not. Why, I am c&lm [ 

I'ho old mnn now ean well be grave ond eoId> 

Or Inugh at bin onn youth'* hidignitic*, 

I'oat a long lifcti'ino back. Tnoi vripcn* hour, 

Or nigh it, when I reached her fother'i door. 

Kind was hit greeting, the first eordinl word* 

I heard in Nnplca ; but I took imall liecd 

Of *|ierfh or tone, for oil niyMn*e woi rapt 

In wonder nt tlio angel by hii aide 

Wlw iiniilml u|)an mo. Lorga, clear cyet that 

hrM 
Tlie very aoiil of aunlight in their deptlis ; 
haw, pun, p«l« brow, with muaei of block hair 
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Flun^ loosely back, and rippling uneonfined 

In shadowy magnificenco below 

The slim gold girdlo o*er the snow-soft gown. 

Vested and drajicd in close-woven stulT of whitOy 

With gold about her throat and waist and wrists, 

A stately lily ere the dow of mom 

Ilatli iNissod away — such was tliy mother, diildt 

MART A. 

Would I were like licrl But what said sbey 

father ? 
IIow did she plead for you ? 

RinERA. 

Ah, canning child, 
I see thy tricks ; tliou humorcst my age« 
Knowing liow much I love to tell this tale, 
Though thou hast heard it half a hundred times. 

MARIA. 

I And it sweet to hear as you to tell, 
Believe me, father. 

RTDERA. 

'T was to pleasure heri 
Signer Cortcso gave nie all I lacke<l 
To prove my un famed skill. A savage pride. 
Matched oddly with my rag8, the haughtiness 
Wherewitli I claimed rather than begged my 
tools, 
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AtuI raj qoalnt upeet, oft iha loU bm dnco, 

Won >t • gUnoa hor hilh. Bofom I loft, 

Sbo gaeMad my aood, ud Mcred mo Mrat and 

WIM 

With hor own flowowr li lto hnndi. Tho parting 

gncfl 
I croToJ WM gmitod, tlutt mj work mi^ bo 
The portnit of buoelf. TboM loMWWt (lie tnt, 

MARU. 

Whj did iho leave Wifftthorr (M^lMWoft 
I jeoin to oce hor face, to hoar her Toleo, 
Ilukhod in an endlcM ailDneol StnUfO that iho, 
WlioiO ri«li lore bcggnnd oar retnni, tlioutd 

bcitr 
Riicli loiioniUon 1 Tlioagh englnlled now 
Ity licaTcnlj liwU'of aalnta and •cnidiini, 
I nuinut fancy it. ^Vhnt I (hall ber ehiU, 
WhoM liglitcst tigli reCelioed in ber heart. 
Have need of hor and aj to her In vain f 

Now, for Qod'i sake, Haria, apoak not tht» i 
Let me not aee nich tears upon thy cheak. 
Not onto D* it liae been given to gaen 
Hie peace of dinembodiod •onle like ben. 
'riie VMiidiing glimpMi that my faneleo «ile)t 
Tliroogh heaven '■ half-Opened gnleii ozntl oven 

Poor linnor tliat I am. And wbnt an Ihoao, 



r^ 
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Tlie pnUitod thailow* UuU make til mj lilt 
A glQiy* to ilio tpletiilor of lli«l ligbl ? 
For tlioo, nij chiM, Iim nol mjr iloUng Wo 
SufllcoJ, At lout in part, to flU the brMeh 
Of iliat troroendoiM Toid? Vnmi imd 

lack? 
AVIiat help, what eovaael, what bmoI doar 

rcM? 
What doMt thoa coret? What ImmI 

maiot 
Ungratiflodf bccaaio not yt% expTMMd ? 



MARIA. 

None, none, dear father! Fkrdoa Met T^ 

lore, 
Goncrooa and wiae a* tender, ihiiw mj 
To tnorit or ropaj. Fie on mjr lipe I 
liook if thcr lie not hlintcrcd. Lei them 
With contrite kiaeec tlie Um frova awajr. 
We muftt be joiing t4v-iiight — ao wiiakhe 
Gcniua mutt tliow immortal ae die h» 

RinniA. 

71tou wilt unman me with thy pretty wajti 
I h.vl forpH the ball. Yea, I frov old i 
'Hiii •cantjr mominf»*t work hae wea r ied wn^ 
Onro I hail thouf^ht it pl«r to drtam all da/ 
Befuro iiijr canvAa and tlicn daare till dawa. 
And now mua I give e*er and feet al mmtu 

I 
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LUOA. 
Kgn»r Lorenio. 

[LoRBvw i trtmm i mdg talaiM nintAA surf 
ILuu. £nr LooA. 



UMtar, I bring my iltelch. 
[C^rw IbjMrf/Ui* aW Aaarfi a HtncA it RtntMM. 

MBKEA (<f/lir « ^-m). 

Ilumpbl tlio<lcBi2nu not Mlll-cincoivodi 
I not« •otiio progrcu ; bvt jroor tlrnwing; 'a bad — 
Y», bod, sir. M^rk jroa bow thia kg Unnf^ lirap, 
Am thougb devoid of life ; Uwm hutda Mam 

clenrhed, 
Not IookIj elaiipcd, u yon intended them. 

[lit taka lut ptMJl a»d tmht a ftm itnk». 
Thill Bhonld it ■land — a lingle line will nend. 
AnU hero, what '■ this? Wky, 'tie » iloTea't 

worb. 
Von dance too nuuij nighta vmj, Jtmn^ fpSiMaX. 
Voa ihirk cIom labor u do all /oor matca. 
You think to win with Nirice (rirolonsi 
Snotchol 'twixt joor cupa, or Ml between two 

The faror of the mietTMe of the weild> 



Tear pwdoo, i 



r 



fj 



(• 




lain: 
*""*'/ it i.ath ,£""'=*' "'«'« « 

^aUo-Jit^^ . LIBERA. 

o"tcr, stand by f r. 
" ''<?« next r .1 " ''at / *< 
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It uj d«fMt 
B« ftit hereditaij gnin i' tba Uood, 
Etoii m /on Mf 1 1 mnrt Kbid* bj it4 
Dnt if potrieiMi tutbiU mora Uun biith 
D^t nch tMilts, Uun BtMj I dare to hot>e. 
Mot miiM, I knew, I f«lt| to clou new pttlu, 
To win new IdngdouM t jet wore I content 
With neb acliioTeiiient U a ■tmnou will, 
A Ann emleMvor, an nnfaltering lore, 
And an unwearying tpirit nugbt attaiik 
Cast ne not lightly back. Baniah me not 
Prom this, my home o( hope, of inepiratioii I 



What, my ongenUe father 1 WtU yon hear. 




BIBUtA. 


Well, he may bide. Sir, I will epMdc wUli yon 


Anon upon thU work. I jodged in haatk 


Yea, it halh merit. lamwMuynowi 


Tomorrow I ehaU bo in fltter nwod 


To gin yoa certain UnU. 





aMmm^OilMd. JULouno. 



A 



«'. 



io triumph in tliy tniin 



MARIA 



4 



Tlicn when lie bade me ? 
He had flouted mo for pri 
Homage so slight from Jo 
A glance exchanged, a sm 
Dropped from my liair, ai 

lips. 
Tlie Prince I my father glo 
Were ho no more than genl 
I should be glad. I cannot 
If I be sad or gay. Now ci 
Warm, longing tears ; anon 
Leaps in my heart and dan€ 
Why should I nurse such 

night 
We are to meet again. Wi 
Nay, how should he fo] 

younjr : 
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Strang bo bu left hu work, agMut hii wont, 
Re*ealcd beforv completed. I will dnw 
Tbe curtaiD. 

DcMitifiil, oh, beuiUfal I 
Tbo ttr, bright, opened beftreu — tlio dork 

earth, 
Where tlie tranced irilgrim liee, with cyelith 

•enled, 
Hi* calm face floahed with eorafortaUe «lcep, 
llii weary timlM relaxed, his heavjr head 
Pillowed npon tlie rtone. Oh, bleiaed tlroam 
Tliat Tisite his rapt ndm, of airj fonnt. 
Mounting, dcecending on tbo ahining lattdor, 
'With mussagc* of |>caee. I will be tme 
Unto mjr lineage divine, and breathe 
Tne paaaion of just pride that overfilb 
y/if loul iniipircd. 

lI'Atlt ab *taHd4 btfan lU ronroi, rtfMo-, a yu vd rrd >| 
Ittr, liOaavBX 

LOREXZa 

Oh, celertialviiiaiil 
What bmsh maj reproduce thoee mafie tint*, 
TIiOM linei ethereal ? ^ 

HAStA (terM «ktf Aalf). 

la It BOt maiTrlloui, 
Signor Lorenio? I woold dntw lb* ontaln, 
Bnt, gaupg, I fMgob 



n 




inr picinrf). 
All. Mliat 

For envious niiiuls tli.it wouUl 
To writliin;: linihs and Hhrivcl. 
Beauty, and large simplicity a; 
Yes, that is art I Before such 
And fed myself a dwarf. 

MARIA. 

Thcr 
My father even, who knows his 
Before his best uchiovcments I \\ 
In like dejection ; 't is the curso 
Oft have I heard the master grac 
With flattering addition. 

LOKENZO. 

Tisy 
And not the echo of his praise, tli 
My work was wortldess — *t wai 

voice 
Alone secured the master's seconc 



n^' 
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BccmiM jan aro at woil-OHuml mcani 
And gcntlo birlli, ho will bo niilo wilti 70a. 
Not wiUiout bftM M UiD docjt grudg« tut omi 
To riclm uid proipcrity. 



Signor«i 
nitjr tlo I bear lucU lumh, injurioiia tonni 
Ai ho alTronU mo witli ? Wliy muHt I HMm 
In inino own cjet a eraron ? SjnritloM, 
Diihonoralil/ jiaiirnt 7 T U not liU ftunoi 
Hit power, hii ^ft, liu Toncrable yeort 
That bind nie here hii willing (tava. Maria, 
T it thon, 't it thon bIoiib ! T it that I Ioto 

tliee, 
And exilo hence U dcatli ! 

I^I pODM. lU kitttlt at lurfttt. Skt looli al him 
kindlj tml makrt no rrplf. 

At Ihy dear fcot 
I laj my life wilh it« moat loyal aerriect 
The tiibject of Ihy pleaaare. 

HARU (mdrrlf). 

Tog Mn too hnmUe. 

Too humble ! Do you aeek mine otter niin, 
Witli words whoM rery tone it a caroat ? 
I will tay all- I lore you I ^ you hare known lU 
Why ihould I Ull yOD 7 TaL to-day yoo aecm 
Other than yoa havo beaii. A milder light 



r 



■ • 






MARIA. 

You find 
In ftn unguarded mood. I would I 
To you ; and to niyaolf ; yet, know 
Anon, I will be calm { pray you wi( 

LOKEXZO. 

Till when? Romombor what mm 

fears 
Meantime will riot in my brain. 



MARIA. 



Farewell, farewell 



1 



LORENZO {kis$ei her hand 

Farewell. 



MARIA. 



Af 



A «•! 



>A M«.4«:~A^.i ^ f.?— 1 
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What, Mttcr 1 toat in drMia* \>y dajrUfcht ? Fie I 
Wlto U Ihs moiwrch of thy thougUta ? 

UABU idariing). 

Anniecft 1 
M]r thov^ita mn bonndcn to no muter jtKt 
Thty fly from eartli to benTen in % brealh. 
Now are Uiey all of earth. Haat heard the tid- 
ing*? 

ASVVXA. 

Tea — of the prince'* ball 7 We go together. 
Braid in thy hair our mother'i pearU, and wear 
The amulet ingemined with eattem itonca i 
T will bring good fortune. 



Tell tne. ere we go, 
MHut inanneT of man It John of Atulria? 



Senren man at all — a m«lcA))| charming boy ; 
Well-favored — you have acen lijm — oxi|Di*its 
In coorily i-omjiliment. of aiinple monnon ; 
Yun may not hear a merrier langh tli&n hii 
Kmm any boatman on tho bay i well-rcrtod 
In nil iiirh aria M xaoti become hit italion i 
Light is Uh danco a* wiogod-foot Uarcur/, 



\ 



_-^*u lie no suDsianco oi a i 



ASS ICC/ 



What may that be to us ? 



MARIA. 



ANXICCA. 

The promise of his youth is to < 
The hero of Lcpanto ; bright ai 
As fire, ho is the very soul, the i 
Of Spanish chivalry ; his last ac 
Seems still the flower of his accr 
Musician, sohlicr, courtier, yea, i 
•* He had been a painter, were h 
Says Mcsscr Zurbaran. The Cj 
His actress-mother, hath bcqueal 
Her spirit witli her beauty, and 1 
To win and hold men's hearts. 



■ I 



AW»* 
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What U thii ? 
Tm kindla witii hit pniasi jour whalo \uu\ 

In light mmI eolor on Tour fwe, your words 
Tak* wing and 87 M b^ ■■ ntkltMu l>inb. 
Wbst 1 cu 90 mh » thonght, ■ ilronm m wiU, 
• an ambitioiii Unipt four toul 1 



Pnj 70a, «)uU Uiovgfa^ iriut dr«un, mmI what 



1 



I knew not I bad attend an7 neb. 

Nor haro jm in toot ipeeelit Tonr «ytt bow 

Teiled, 
Where the li^t leaped te bear me nice bb 

lame, 
Yoar bliuhce and toot pallor hare betrajod 
Tliat which should lie oneoonted Eatbon daep^ 
The Mcret of a wooian'i fooliah heart. 



And there it lies, ra7 ribjl ndar, itOI I 

Your plummet hath not reached it. Tee, 'lb km 

Flaunt* hii triumphant eokm in 017 cheek. 

And quickens m7 lame epeech ^ but net lor Um, 

Not for the Prioee — eo wj I vuat hk worth 

WithabMeooL 



r 
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ANXICCA. 

Say on. 

MARIA. 

A gontknuui, 
FuTored of earth and hcaycn, inio and loriag^ 
Hath east his heart at my imporiol feet ; 
And if to-morrow find inc as to-dajt 
I will e*en stoop and raiso it to nine own* 

ANNICCA. 

Signer Vitravio? 

MARIA. 

Not he, indeed ! 
Did not I say favored of earth and heaTen ? 
That shoukl mean other gifts tlian hags of goUf 
Or a straight-featured mask. Nor will it be 
Any you name, though yon shoold name him 

right 
Most it not lie — how many fathom deep-^ 
The secret of a woman's foolish heart ? 

ANNICCA. 

Kiss mo, Maria. You are still a child. 

You cannot vex me, wilful as you be. 

Your choice, I fear not, doubtless 't will prore 

wise. 
Despite your wild wit, for your heart is pnre^ 
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Aad joa will pMaa with wan doUUrtte jndp 

ment 
Bef or* JOB Imt* oar fatlMV. 



DoM lore gtenl 
So guitly o'er oar moI } What it ha como, 
A eloD<l, *, fin, a vhiriwind, to o'oriMar 
Tha fmble banien wbnowith wo oppoM him. 
And blind ear ujm oad wrwt fron ua onr reg- 
ion? 
Few not, Annieea, In i> BO neh gain 
He Ttiita my cKlm braoit i bat jet joi ipeok 
Somewhat too oigelj. Did eoch OMitiooa wi» 

dom 
Goide year own itaiej ? 

AHKICCA. 

Joct BO mon, Hftria. 
Since I becuDO & wito, ia moeh made dear, 
Which a brief year ago waa dark and vagoo. 
Tommaao lorea mo— wa are hajipiar 
Than I liad drMmad) jat ™**''™g dow with 

tlien, 
I aoe hia love ia not that largo, rich paaaion 
Oar father borana. 



' Toa ragrol jvor ham» T 



r 



n^l , * ''^na loom in 

^imn Josser men's /r 
'* 'I'l ijis own (iiV-. ' 

^V-Jiile deeper Z ' '^ '"' 

Think von k- .. "^'*^'^- 
^»» h« ^iBh wore tJ,at I 

«V, that I aajr „ot, for i,^, „ -^ 



•""ose name « ancient fai" 

^^"0 210 Ipqq #1.^^ r 



Wl 



Him w 



^^^Il]g^p 
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AinnocA. 




Hmh ipMlu Ui (Urling child I 




UAMU. 




WhatM'lo'eloek? If Iw ibooU llNp too late — 




HtbadaBMraoMhiiB — 




AVnOOA. 




HMUtoMokhlm, ihM. 




Tb htfd OB nnwt, Md be looki for ihuo 




ViUthuflntwikiiigmotioii. IW to night 





A UaB in Bwuu'a Imm*. Saur LvU Mrf fkuaRA. 

PIAMRIAt 

fiat did 70a MO her? 



•St,,, I • 



nAMXRA. 

Tnih, mui 1 nerer buim ber beenle my Ikdjr 
Muift-Ros». Yott hftTO lert Om riehort tout b 
the world tor hnngrjr ejeo. Her gowa of doth 
o' nlrer eUd ber, tMJk ma*, with lifbtt tbaro 



r 




" ""' i mirr] 



^^^^'»ff veil of .auz. 



TJiou 



^l/CA. 



I "l-nk most kol ""'" " 
Worth of K„ \ " "'"'"an 

were aa dai.u^r „ J^^r/] '"« 
"» «lailjr J„bor. "' '' •* ~« 



TVkAt* ^l.'f « . 



I'trCA. 
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•port beads hii toQl It my Vunh» be wcuy, I 
•iMpi bat I hay* Men him ait before liii cftnvM 
with itnuning ejce Wtd tlio bi(; btuida nUniling 
on hit blow. When at Inst lio g<i\o o'pr, ami I 
bftTO amooihcd liii |iillow, ami nrvcd nixl douiIkhI 
hini( wb»t >leep eould ba matrli 7 Hi* train » 
haunted with aril riiioaa, xiliorcof »oma bo mon-ljr 
of hie own imagining, aikl ollicn the jihontumi 
of folk who art liring or liavo lived, and nlio 
roOM hii jealous or inayli.i]i Iiia rcmoni.'. God 
onlj knowal If that be gcniuj — to bo nlire to 
pain at evorjr pore, to be poMciscd of a dovit 
tliat robe jaa of jroar alori) and grnnU no npnee 
between tlio lionra of grimling toil — I tlmnk Uio 
sainla I am a >imi4e man 1 



I grant tbee tlion mayst be right eonceming 
bimi lie tiatb indood a iitrange, eoar mien. I 
shudder when he tarn* tnddenljr, ai hi> wont it, 
and bends his e*il c/ee on me. Hie holf father 
telli me auc^i waning! eeme from God. No 
matter bow alight th* eerriee he aalu of me, mj 
flenh cnt\ta and mj limb* refnee to more, till I 
liA*e wliispcre<l an Are. Bat what of I^f 
Uaria-ltoM 7 Both heartB and earth amilo npon 
her. T<Miigbt alio wean a poor girl'a dowry. • 
eeparate fortune, en her head, h«v noek, her 
haada, jm, on her little Jewdwl foot. Om 



r 



I 



J 













^Vf that 18 



He 



'Jjy eecre 



LUC 



*^o must bo A ^ 

till thou holt ; p?""^*" 

" "«"t oornod a do 
ones, ™^ P"^ 



t J?f I'"' •-"• l>relrv: 
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Enlrr m enr nV* AHHiroA nnd Don Tonnami, altmd 
far th ball; on Ht <Akrr tide, lllnERA. 

Wlint do yo licro, my dnlilrrn '( Ilnnto awnj t 

Mnria waiu yna for llin IiiUt i folk nay 

"V will be llio lirtivo»t »lii>w o'or wtu in Nnplof. 

1 wkirnnt yo<i iho Sjin);;iiuIclUi l>riiigi 

Tl« riclioit juwcli— wliat lay'il tliou, my ion ? 

IXi» TOM St Am). 
I wlio liATe rulibcil you of ono ^m, nco<l Karce 
Ro-wonI, ilr, bovr I |>riio !u 

HtDERA. 

Wliy, 'tUtnw. 
Itabbctl mo, tUon uyit? So batt tlioo. SU 

WM mi no — 
Tito Iwlanrctl bcnuly of lior flc«h mhI Rinrit, 
'Hint wiw my pirlniiil. nml I wh her nlli 
Till tliou, A Ktrnnger, itolo Imt bmrt's ftllegUneo, 
SiilMmol — ForgiTO mo, I am oU, * fetlier, 
AVIinao doting jHtMion* blind. I Rin 
Jk'licro mo. lir. Wlien m lUbonu gtva, 
We pvo witliont rett«ction or roeem, 
Wct« it mir lite-blood. I rejoiee with the* 
Tlmt abe i* lliino i nor am I qnit* borott, 
I liare Mine IrpMura itilL I do ropoat 
So heartily of my dbeoartoodi ipeeeh, 
Tlint I will ernvo your learo befora I Um 
Your wifo'i >ott |Mlm. 



r 



ouo IS iiio Spagnolotto's < 



I 




luni: 

I can l»oap praiso, thou 

tlioo 
And my ^lario. My ^ai 
Will mock thoeo tran«po 

mo. 
No ono of us but has this i 
Lot us mako roady. 



ACT : 

SCENE 

Ball tn the raiare of Don Jo 

and Ma uia tor/rther. I )on To; 

nnd Ladiks, dancing or promt 
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In LADT. 

Nny, iignor> 
I lilco till! heary air, rirli with wnrm oilora, 
Tlie brooil, cicnr liijlit, ttui nuuiy-colorfxl throng. 
J miglit hkvo broolUod on mint own baloeojr 
- The ersning bnwu. 

In bOBD. 
Still Bt croii pnrpotM. 
Wlwa will jon ceue to flout me ? 

In LADT. 

When I priu 
A loTOr'i sigh more dcnr llian tnino own pIcMor*. 
Sec, tlic Sicnorn Juliiv jinsnod ngiun. 
8lie i» for too pnlo for »o iiiitdi while, I find. 
Donna Aurora — n)i, liow boitutifiil 1 
Tliat Kprcnding ruff, fprinklcd with acedi of p>Id. 
BccDiiiM lior well. Would yoa belicTe it, tir. 
Folk auy her face ii twin to mine — wliot tliink 

1st loud. 
For me, the hn^ earth holdi but one luch iue. 
Too know it well. 

In LAUT. 

ThehaUl«or«r411«d| 
Oo we wilbont. {pm/fm •» 



^«« h\/ tituu 



Is 't not, my lord ? Ccrtci 
For lack of ornament. Pj 
If but for my sako. 

2d LOl 

I ha^ 
Sho 18 the daaghter to the ! 
Mari»-Ro8a. 

2o LAE 

Ah, I might 
Tlie form and faco are maU 
Afl ill a picture. 'T wa» the 
I warrant you, arranged wit 
Such seeming-careless care, t 
Witliin her odd, bright hair. 

DON JOII 

Reigned lord of my wild 

n 
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Did yon not IliiU mo liMiy. oror^wld 7 
Nay. UU mo ftU yoar tbouglib 

HAKIA. 

You Vnmr, mj kfd, 
I am no courtiofi ami bvliko my tliougbt 
Uigbt pravo too nutia for a loynl oar. 

DON JOHN. 

S]N-ak on, ipeak on I 
Though you ■honld nil, your roice would itlll 

ouLtlng 
Itobeck and mandoline. 



I 



HABIA. 

Ii it not itnuigtt? 
I know yoa not, albeit I might havo gnoiwd, 
If only from tho >im|>la garb of block, 
And golden collar, 'midnt tlu) moUcy hnea 
Of our gay noblot. I know not wliat bMldoa, 
Dut tliia fint won mo. Do not angerttl, lir i 
Hut, 01 1 lovkod, I novar ranked yon higher 
Tlian limplo gentleman. I oekod yosr name t 
Then, when your Uigfanew itoopod to pick my 

flower, 
11/ lord, that moment woe ny thooght a tnltort 
For il hod loin diionnnwd yo*. 

DOV Mmr. 

Uay God'a ugab 
lUward neh treMoo. Say aw tboM woidt ifliiB, 



r 




rJua ,a no j-lncc, no J.uu. 



^'^Of whore then, 



DOS c 

may 



SCENE 
Wry «„, lArouyk Mr „y„„ 

YegodB? The beggar', c 

princo 1 
Throb not ,o I.igJ,, „ j, 

F«od on thjr triumpj, J No 
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No twialMl mnncle, no contortcil limb, 

fi'o ngoii/ of HckIi, liavfl I yet drnwn, 

lliat owoil not it« NiiggoHtion to Bomo poDff 

Of tny priilo crucilicd, my *])irit rnvkcd, 

Kly cntrniU giinncd by tho blind itovtn at hot*, 

Kngpiiilcrcd of oi)i)rcMioii. I'iint in pnst, 

Hut not forgnttrn ; tliougli to-niglit I pIcoH 

To yield to i;cntt<'r iiiflitcncc, to own 

Tho ■trenail of l«auty and tlio jiower of joy. 

And wriconio gracious pIianlnBloi tlut tltrong 

And Iiorcr over tne in niry •lini>ca. 

Tlio «i>iritt of cBrtli (ind hcavfn roiilcnd to-niglit 

For mtulcry witliin nio i no'or bcfora 

Ilnrc I been more t)io acor to wbom God oi>ai 

Ilin cbcndt-guanlol jKirUlni ne'er bcforo 

Have I Ix-'cn mora the SimRnoIotto, Rrod 

Witb noblo wrnlli, witli tlio con«umiii|[ fcTor 

And fierce deliglit of Tongoanco. 

From llii« point 
I ■« Iter elearly — tbo auroral face 
A-lij;)it villi Nmilc*, tlio imperial head njiraimvl i 
llrr laiigtiiil liaiid atrayi tbo brood, tilkon fan, 
Wliofe ving-like moTcmont •lim abo*o licr brow 
TIm fine, brigbt enrli, u tliougb warm aim of 

Itcaron 
Around her breatlicd. He loftdt b«r 'midit tlio 

throng. 
So, tbey have gone i bnt I will fvUpir tbun, 
Aad wstcb tbem from tfin [A*. 




Mjlu 



"> niMtor. 



A pupil of 



my fatliorV 
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HAMA. 

IJsten, ray* lord ; 
Yoa tlwll hear bU. WIuU hour, Uiink yon, li« 

choso 
To urp} liiR cauxo ? 'flic Nvino wlicrcin I learned 
Your Ili^'lincBs liiul ruuiinaitdcd for to-night 
Our prcsctico. My winpid Uioughta were flying 

Tu Count Lodoviru'M : nga!n I law you, 
Uy wliiu ruso at your UjM.your grove oyei fixed 
WoBl frankly, yet most rcvcrcnlly. on niino. 
Again my heart sank u I heard tho name, 
Tho Trinco uf AuntriA i and while I rnuncd, 
lie »|inke o{ lore. Oh. I Km much to hliuiio ! 
IJy mood wu soft ; — Although I ]irooiiMd 

I listened, yea, I listened. Oogd, iByli>nl« 
Do yon not pity him ? 

DOM JOHM. 

Tliaiik)^ and thanki Again, 
For thy confeuion I Now no >pot remuni 
On tlie unhloiniiihed mirror uf my faith. 
Since that dcnr night. I with one only tltouglit 
Have gniued the sum of knowled^ and ojiiniona 
Touching thine honored fallicr, with such tcmjM 
Aa tlie groM piiUte roire could dole to roe 
Concerning thine own fAr-rerooTcd. white life. 
ThoQ Art, I IcAm, immured in cloie ledunon i 



I 



r "-ore Kin,j,]o justice. 
A prou,!, large, tan.cle 

cloister 

Where lie iininurcs ino - 

Tlio only bar wi.erowith J 

J" '"» unbounded IruHt, tli 

Let ua go in ; tl.o lalo nig 






DON JO; 
Ytt one more dance ? 



' f 



You may commar 



♦ 
J 



. I 



LIBERA 

I io8t tliem in the press. A 

>imiit« ^^n^^A.^. -r 
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And richer beautjr blnahes on lier clicck. 
Enougli. Now munt I itriTo to fix tliat (urm 
ThM hnuntfl mj brain ^ tUe blixiil, olil Count 

Cnmilto, 
The rrincc'i omclo. 'Midst tlio tliick llirong 
lAy fnncy ungltnl liim ; wliit« benrd, nbitc hair, 
Seated eyei, and brow lit by on inwnrd ligbL 
So will 1 pnint mine Isaac bicuing EmQi 
Wbile Jacob kiicek boloro lum ^ blind, bnlmyed 
B/ Ilia own flcub 1 

I, nUtr Dox JoMK 



WaliM in the eut. 



MAniA. 

8m, ttia impatient di^ 



DOM JOIIM. 

One moment bere, ni^om. 
Breathe we the charm of Ibia enchanted iiiybt 
Look wliero behind jon Tine* tlie slow moon 

Iliiblen from ti*. while evrrj' leaf Itangi blnelc, 
Each tender ntnlk distinct, eaeh curling nig* 
Agointt tbo silver ikjr. 

IIAKIA (pffttivi'J RlR«R*). 

What, lalhu 1 her* T 



r 



■9 

■i 
3 




/ I'c-anI nor voice nor'i 

^''••>t streak tI.ol„i.rl,t( 

^^or nil ,vu„r p-aoe ,; ,, 

l^roirora Lis tj.anks to J 

% «iaugJ,tor, ort thou , 

DOX 

Jlustrious .ignor, rather 
And the .ig.,or„. ,,„,t „,j 

^"t" "^y ^ «»'no to ton 
To the Sicilian master? 

RIBE 

Our liouse i. too mnch ho^ 
Oemteptlietlireshold. L 
Alono decide the hour. 

DOX JO) 



rae tPAoxoLSTTO. 



Ro, my lortl, f;ootl-nl{;1it 

IJvicvM UaMA W BlBBBA. 

ttOlt JOIi:« (aJmr). 
Godi, wlint K liAUKlity iluvil rule* that man I 
A* llioui;li two «(]ual |>rhiCM intorclioncotl 
]iiii>crial courUwiosl 'flio Spupiololto 
'riiiuik* Jolin o( Auklrial LouU of Fnnw 
Klijj-lit no aaluto my fuUior. By IicBVon*. I know 



^^'lttt jiftticnce or irlint rcvrrcnco witlihcid 
Jly encluxfcil i|>irit in boiinUa of courtesy. 
Nftv. it WM »lio. miiio anj^rl, whose mere oupoct 
I* balm uiil bh'«!<ing. How licr lore-tit eye* 
Burned throagli my loul I How her loft hond'i 

iili);lit ]ircMHre 
Tingled ftlonjj my Taini ! Oh. ilie b wortliy 
A heart'* rclipon I Ilow ahall I we*r tlie hoora 
Kre I may »eek her ? Lo, I ibutd and dreiun. 
1\'bile my hOo guett* await me. Patienee, 



r\ 



I: 

'ft 

i 




An 

Of .loot "r''"''"''"'''^- 

nwnken frou, ti,y 
**> thine p.i<tnn. • ■ 
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How long liath been llio niglit! but morn 

brcatliM lio]ie. 
" I fain uxre tnit to yon anil to tnijttlf" — 
Did ihe toy thus? or !■ my fcTi-rcil bnin 
Tlio foal of tU ilrsim 7 Tlio whole world awam ; 
Tlio blnofl rntij; bcntin^^ in mine cart nnil roarod 
Like mulling wnter* ; ycl, a* tlirotigh a drcaiDi 
I «aw \\er diinl}*. Surely on lier lid* 
8hono tlio Hear tear*. Aa there's % God in 

Slie siiake tlioM words! Hj lipa retain the 

Of IhoM Roft, tnow-eold hands, neither refnaed 
Nor pralTcTe<l. Suelt tliinga are, nor cmi they bo 
Forgotten or foreknown. Yea, the it mine. 
DutMiftl llcr easement opea. Oh. jny, 't ia alie I 
Pnlc, in n rlnud of white ak« aUoda mmI drinka 
Tlie morning sunlight. 

MARIA (alpM at 0* a^MfswI. 

Ah, hoir awcet thti Mr 
Kiasea my slee]ileiut lida and Imming tamplca. 
I am not weary, though I fonnd no real. 
My sinrit Imjn within me ; a new i;loTy 
nienMa the dear, familiar accne — ripe orehard, 
Garden ami grore, and f^immering gvlf beymul ) 
The same ^ yet oh| bow differontt Eran I 

tlionglit 
Soft mniic trembled on the liatoning ait. 
Am tfaongli a borp vera tooehed, bleat with low 

•ong. 



r 
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Sure, that was phantasy. I will clMcvad, 
Visit my flowers, ami see whereoA the dew 
Hangs heavieetv and what faircel Vmd haik 

bloomed 
Since yestereve. Why shoold I eovt 
And dull forget£ulnese» while the large 
Wakee to no leeeer joy than auae ? 

LOBSXZa 

Ok 

How may my breast eoataia theti vilk ikj 

bunlfn 
Of too much liappiness ? 



EhUt Mama Mow .- Ixmiy to y i {m§§ /i 
krr i tkt tknmka kock i« « «rf ^f 



LOREXZa 

Good -day, sw««t 

Mny the Mithe fi|Hnt of this 
Hcrome I ho (rcnius of tliy «lays to 
Wlicre<»f \*c none lees beautiful than thaa. 
AVIiv art thou silent? Does noC lore i 
Joviiut cxpreMion. be it but a 9v^K 
A toll;;, a smile, a broken wortU a cry ? 
Tlioii liA«t not i;raiitetl me the promieed 
For wliirh 1 lmii|^r stilt I wouUI eottArwi 
AVitli dear avuwaU, frequent seals of lor<e» 
That which, tiumgh sttri» I yei 
beliore. 



Tas srAoyoLBTTO. 



Somewhftt too inre, I tliink. my lord Lomuo. 
I scarce lU'cined |>OMililo Uiat one to iliy 
Uut y«(t«r-Riorn «houlil hold to high « mioiii 
CUiming what no'er wa* given. 



^ 



Tod an a trifto bold to ■pcsk mj bkrw 
Fkiniliarlj m no nun, un uj btber 
Or tny own bfx>tber, daret. 

LORBMM. 

Ah, MV I IM 
Yonr }c*L Yoo will not Mcni u lightly won 
Withotit ft wooing? Yon will feign <liMlain. 
Oidy to mkko more >wcot yonr rich eonceaaion ? 
Too Into — I heard it M. " A Mv liyhi Mhtnet 
On thefnmiliar Bfrm." Wlint nuiy Uutt b*, 
S»re the (tnuigo •[ilendor of Um dawn of love ? 
Nay, darhng, eeaee to jcat, leet ny poor heart. 
Hanging 'twixt boll and IwaTan, in lamiit break. 



Here it no jeit, ur, bat a fatal amr, 
dying for swift correction. Von 



r 



Awonl.ngLinrc: 
Warmed into life. 
Yon must havo bri 

praycri 
To voar yuur ii'itiblr 
But devilisli witclicrai 



I hoped to find here pe 
ThoM lacking, I retire. 



I will not rob you of yt 
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So his nmgfa foot bath bndaed tbe dewy gnM, 
And left it mm. Wh; iboaU hu hanli word* 

touch bmP 
The tnith of jttttr^j b taim to^y. 
How coold I know, dau God) Uow m^ht I 

gneM 
Tbe bitter i wct ta o w , the deUdooi pntn I 
A new heart fiUi nj brent, m nft and weak 
Ami tnching u ft tear, rato its lord ; 
But kindled with qniek eosrage to frnlure, 
If I need front for him, a world of foe*. 
If tbie be lore, ah, what a hril k tbeln 
Who nBcr withont hope I Etob I, who hold 
So manjr dear auarancea, who bear 
Still ringing in mine can eneh nercd Towti 
Am lianntetl with an unaccnalMned doubt, 
Not wont«<l to go luuid-in-I>and with jof. 
A gloomy omen grecla me with the room t 
I, wIm recoil from pain, miut itrikfl and woand. 
AVbat majr tliii mean? Hdp ma, ya aainti o( 

hearen 
Ami holy mother, for my etrength ie naagfat 1 



LORKltZO (««Uf). 

Thank heaven, I cam*. How bare I wn^ ber 

•ooll 
A noUe love, foraootb I A hliod, brata pamkw, 
That being denied, ia swift traaeCarBad to hala 
No whit mora emd. ( A Jforja.) Udyl 



r 




■^3 lale 



/"■olTei-cci 



m7 "':'"■""■ 



*>W«.«|, 
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Darling, no more Uian wliat I mlwnjt will. 
'Reiott I enter mine own worlil rcmoTod, 
I (.1111 irouM (,Tcct tlie tlrnrcRt work ot Gm1> 
I niiaitctl you wlion I roM. I iotif;tit you first 
In your own clmmbcr, wlirre tlie Jnttin'. op«d, 
Lot in the morning ii|>1cnilar And thn mnelU 
0( tlic moist gnrtlcn, willi tlie luHind of voice*. 
I looked, I found you licro — but not olotM. 
AVUat man wm tlist went from yoa ? 



Yoor diaripk) 
My lord Lorento. Too remembert falber, 
How jeiter^nom I [deadcd for fail work t 
Thus lie, tliroacb gnUitude mnA — loro, IkaUi 

watched 
All nigbt witJiiii oar G»rdnt, wbil* I danced i 
AikI when I unio to mmm mj 6o««ra — h* 

.paka. 



Andjroa? 



An I not lUU Uada 7M, bllMT? 
I win not leara joo. 



r 
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ftlBBmA. 

I cannot choose hot dread it, thoo|;h I wail 
£x|)cctant of tlie hour when jroa falfil 
Yotir womnn't detiinj. Yoa hava fall (rtedas i 
Yet I rejoice at tliit reprieTa, and thank the« 
For tliy brare tnithfulnees. Be erer thoi^ 
Withholding nauglit froai hioi whoe 

Only till no imnj^c. Thoo art ttfll mj 

Even at Uat ni^ht when all ejee gaiad tkj vaj* 

Thj hoarinf; equal in dtfdainful graee 

To hiB who courted thee — thy •Qf if e i gm't aaft. 

MAEIA. 

Yea, to ? And jet it was not pride I Mt, 
Nor contcioutneet of aelf, nor Tain dclighl 
In ilie worUrt enrj ; — •owjething nere ikaa 

Uicte, 
Far dee|)er, tweeter — What hava I eaid f Mj 

hrain 
U dull with »leep. T it onlj now I (eal 
The weariiieiv of to nmeh pleaenra. 



Eiasiu 

WelL 
(fo we within. Yce, I am late to weeks 
We KjiiaMlrr prerioot momenta. TIms, (• 
And waken with freiUi roeee in thy ehetkt, 
To greet ear royal guetl. ( 



TSe BPA.GSOLtmk 

ACT HL 

SCENE L 



RIBERA {laying ttitdr li> tnut). 

I MD wenty. Loco, whkt '• o'dcek t 



My lord, *d hoar past noon. 



So Ula tlrudr I 
Well, on« mora morning of toeh deltcato toQ 
Will nuke it rtatlj (or Madrid, utd wortlijr 
Not merely Philip'i eye*, but llwira whon |^4U)m 
OntTkluet » king'i gue, my DobU friwd 
VcUaqnet, uid Um '■■">''■■'' ZariMMB. 
Lncftl 



Hyloid. 



HsthtlM 

urCA. 
Fuunetto puMd m btut wfaila tiatt, m 
Mjr Udj •Iwping. 



r 




'"■' 'IMI !„„,, 1,,,!^ 

"" 'Oft l,„„ [,,,^^^ 

?■"»». llM »„„,,, , 
"■"■"hero,,,. 



TBM VMHOtJCTTO. 



^ 



When lliy miitroM wnkM, 
To eone bafon th* PrioM. 

FUWRA. 

Sir, olio tmtli rwcn, 
And only wtito dm wHli jroor lonUliiii'* leave, 
To CTCM Um itrMt onto St. Fhuieit' church. 

KIBISA {mmt^t). 
With nch iliglil OKwt ? Nk}-. thii tRiuUIm mo. 
Onljr llKt Stnuln'* viiUh? llm •mint* f<>rl)kl 
Tlmt I rIiouIiI Ihwui Iwr holj oxereiM I 
Myaelf will i;o. I thimot. Ukt her mnfflo. 
Like oar ValcneiKn hulica, her rilk nuuitle 
About her face and head. 

[At a mfn/rtm Bihkra, ^n'l Fiambtta. 

Yei>, Ood will Mom her. 

What ihould I tmtt I will mdw mm hw 

hCMity 
Ii dulf nuukcd. [tli fM (MMnf Ub mmM. 

Aj, tlwra ibo gow— tho nuutlo, 
Dnpcd roaml the tUtelj h«ad. diialiMw nwight 
Sare Um lira jewel of the ojre. Unleee one gniiiid 
From llio mAJeatie gne* and prood prapoHioM, 
She might ao p«M thraagh Ibo high thomgk 

fana. 
All, OM tUek eori Me^M bam Ui Uadk pflMb 



r 







Rail 



276 THE BPAQKOLETTO. 

DOK JOItN. 

De&r master, blonie liim not. I came attendMl 
By on« itftge onlj. Hero I Itlnth to clnim 
Such honor m (lp[>onii5 on outward pomp. 
No Tojalij ii here, mt* tlie crowned monarch 
Of our Sirilioji ulisla. Be it mino 
To {ir«M with rererent lipa my ntuter's hand. 



Yonr ITi(;hne*!i it too gractoui t <f 7011 gliuica 
Round roino ill-furnUhml studio, my work* 
Shall best proclaim mo aod mjr poor dcierts. 
Loca, uplift j'on hangingB. 

DOK JOUN (wili»t Umrnlf). 

Sir, yon VMj nb 

RIBRtiA (auV*, arenV Aia*^*fm<(f). 
Curse his swollen arrogwiro I Doth he hnagln* 
I waited Icaro of lum ? (Lvoa mksmt* ittpktan.) 



Oh. wonderful I 
Yon have bottervd here jrour beat Why, air, ha 

hrentJiei I 
WiU not UioM locked lidioi»?—Ui*tMtraUaa 

Reptin the iron strength of liaaw matml 
With such haroio fraaia ? Ton ban eonipirod 



ri 



c Hi-)ines3 (lei 






T tk 1 """=' ' crown, 
^ thank yoa ^^ ;(_ 

rB.nwMio„,w«ry 

DO.V JO 

, cunning leer 
«"•>• on tl,o wide mouth!, 

>«. . KIBeRa 



TBE BPAONOLKTTO. 



I ne'er hive eeon the painting. 

HIUEUA. 

'T ii not in oile, 
But oUIimI in oquo-forlie- [/an, foteli down 
Vonder portfulio. I con ibow your Iligknou 
Tlio grftven copy, 

[Lt-'CA bring* ftntari iarft por\filit. RtDSBA 
l»tki haililn artr ihf ntgraviiif$ and dram •>• 
•■(, uUck ht ihovi UOK JgiM. 



Doit joint. 
All. mott kilmirable I 
I know not who i* bc*t |<ortrnyo(I — Ibo god, 
Plump, reeling, wrcaihvd willi rinOi in whois 

Somctliing Olympian itill, or the coftre* Seytre, 

Thoroughly britliali. Hero I Harccly taut, 

So Riiutcriy the grouping, eo dii>tinct 

The hocclinnalian ipirit, yoor rich bnuh, 

60 Ttgoroa* in color. Do you find 

The plcMure in tliii ireBtmcnt tquftli Uut 

Of the oil painting 7 

BIBtlU. 
All li in nr mood i 
Wfl bftT* eo many petty talent*, emar 




"'"'nli.,,, „,, 
".'■ mln.:' '''"'■ 

fio.v JO 



Tas SPAONOLETTO. 



Ton may command mj hotm Mid kU dut '• 



DOn iOUlt Iritinj). 
Thonki, geniroiu mutor. WImb nujr I ntnn 
For Um flnt wUing I 

BIBEHA. 

I am ready now — 
To^la;, faMDorroir— whan your UigUnoM pleaaa. 

vov JOny. 
T would }» abuio ot goodneta to accept 
The pMsscnl moment. I will eome to-monow, 
At tlie HRio hour, in somo more fitting garb. 
Ymir hand, lir. ami fnrowoll. Salute for me, 
I pray yoD, Iho aignora. Klnj I not hope 
To aeo and thank hor for her grace to m0i 
la (o adorning ray poor (eaal f 



The debt U oort. 
8he tnhf be bore to-morrow — ahe ii free, 
She only, nhile I work, to come and go. 
Pray, air, allow htr — the it nerer croaied. 
I iitoop to beg for her — ihe ia the laat 
Who bttlea with me — I er»r« j 
What abonld Ihia be to jrm ' 
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DON JOUK. 

T ii maeh to mo^ 
Whose privilege Iios been in Uiis rare houTi 
Beneath the master to diseem the nuuif 
And thus add f riondsliip unto admiration* 

[Ilepreufi RniRiiA*0 hand and i« o5omI inpick 199 
hit mantle and hat, LuGA tqanngt/tntfttrd^ amd^ 
while he ii throwing the doak aroimd lA« Rrimc§*§ 
thoulderit enter hattilj/ Mabia, tnvtUp^d im ktr 
mantilla, as §he went to ckurek, 

MARTA. 

Well, father, am I veiled and swathed to rait 

you. 
To cross the Strada ? 

[She thrown off her mantilla and appean aU in wkiia. 
She goet to embrace her father ^ when At tmddtnig 
perceives the Prince, and stands tpitekhst ami 
blushing, 

BIDEKA, 

Child, his Royal Hi^moia 
Prince John of Austria. 

DON JOHN. 

Good-day, signora. 
Already twice my gracious stars liave smiled* 
I saw you in the street. You wore your mantla> 
As the noon sun might wear a veil of cloudy 
Covering, but not concealing. 



TBS BPAQNOLETTO. 



KAMA. 

It sir, twice 
H«Te unaware ttood in your royaX prcMnee. 
You are welcome to ray father'a hume and mine. 
I acarco need cmre your pardon for mjr t/tt- 

franco i 
Yourself muit leo how well awured I (ell 
Hjr father waa alono. 

DON 3omx. 

And M yon hoped 
To find him — ahall I read jour annwer ibnt ? 

XIRKIU. 

Knj, prcM her not. Your Higfaneu doe* her 

So harshly to conitrue her timploneu. 
Kj daughter and myielf are one, and both 
Will own an e(]ual pleaaure i( /ou bide. 

You chain me with kind wortb. 



Mf father, air, 
Tlath nireljr totd yoa our deUjjhl and marret 
At tlte enehantnioDta of jour feaat. For me 
Tlie night wai brief, rich, bMOtUuli Wi4 Mntlg* 
Aj a bright dresn. 



r 




And liuk in eiiiiul fai 
With the Lord's cbos 



For in the form of tlm 
I drew myself. So ha< 
The naked licavena, pill 
With no mora ehclur 

branches, 
Whllo tlio thick (lews of 
Drenclicd my nide wee 

blood and bone. 
Tet to me also were the 
And uigela visited my d 



^[liftt you, dear master, i 
Of m. W~ '- 




TBE SPAOIfOlSTTO. 



Obsniro ftre ftll be^nninga. Yet I mnw 

With plensing pain on those fierce yran of 

ilniggle. 
, Tliey were to me my birthright ; all the vigor, 
The burning poMion, the unflinching trulli, 
My later pencil gained, I gleaned from them. 
I prized tlieta. I recUimed their ragged fre^ 

dom, 
Batlier than hold my teat, a lireried ilttTe, 
At tlio rich board of my Lord Cardinal. 
A palace was a prison till 1 reared 
Ube own. But now my child's heart I would 

pierce 
Sooner than see it bear the Icaat of Oil, 
Sacb as I then endured. 

von joHir. 

Donnm Maria 
Uajr amile, sir. &t joor threat: she ia in a 

pleastuice, 
TThero no rude breezes blow, no shadow falls 
Darker than that of cool and fragrant leaTes. 
Yea, were it otherwise —~- luul joa not roaped 
The fruit of jronr own works, she had not snf> 

fered. 
Year ctuldraa ara Spua's ahfldrta. 



r 



N 



I 



t* 







TME iFAoaoum. S8S 



Sir, duUwwd 
Is tlia mott gnUefnl jos !»▼• qiokai j«l» 
Why art thou tilaat, dAaghUr? 

Wh«liboaUI«qrP 
The Prince U IuikL I •csfcdj kMid 

words. 
I lit tanad to jour toicm, tad I m 



DON J0U3f 

I orerstop your (NUMiieo. 



To«winko|M»r 
WhftI havo I said ? 



ftlBClUL 

Toa art a child. 
To-morrow I will wait your Highnaai 

DON aouy. 



To-morrow noon. Farowall, ta(^ 

I 
mvmmju 

Wluu aila joQ, daoghter ? Yo« forfil 
Your tongtto cloaTta lo jtnM mm/lk. Xfm iH 
and 
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A Htatao of while (!leneo. Twico ta-dnjr 
You hnvfl (Icpjil/ voxod me. Go not tlius Bgain 
ArrMR Ui« Klroot witli tliat liiflit clitkl, FinmettA' 
Kuilh, yuu vror« oloool)' mulUod. Wliat wm 

lliii — 
llib Ull-tnlo aubiirn riirl tliot rijiplcd down 
Ortrr iJio Mack mantilla ? Wore I harali, 
SiiHjucious jonlom. fcnrfiil. jironD to wratli. 
Or MiyUiiii); o( all ilmt I nm not, 
i ilwuld linve doomed it no more nrgUgonce, 
Dot ft bold token. 

KARIA. 

Fnllior yon make me qoftiL 
Whjr do 50U threat mo vitli »ucli evil eyn ? 
Wovld tlicj could read xnj heart I 

IttnEKA. 

Elude me not- 
Whom have you met berido tbo Prineo thia 

Who Mw }-ou put? Whom havo ;<ni apokon 

witli? 

MAnlA. 

For God's cake, tother, what itnuigo tboogbt* ore 

these ? 
With Done, with nona I BeeEde tho Prineo, yon 

»ay ? 
Why eren him I saw not, a* yoa know. 
I hutenrd with * oiled eyea caat on the ^roondi 
Swathed in my muiUq itill, I told my boada, 
And fai Uka maniMr baatwl faotM to jon. 



r' 




^ "m very ,,., 



-oon 
lC '"""•omol, 

oi,.^.".'L'"":«".ii„,. 



TSE BPAOirOLKTTO. 



A nom in Doh Tommaki'h Sn<iif. Doit Tohkam a«d 

AXHtCCA. 
SON TOUUAsa 

Traljr, you wrong yoar rittor ; sho h jronn^ 

Hecdlna, wid wilful, that is all t a toncli 

Of t]i« Rib«R>'« a|>irit fired llio Iom. 

Don John was but her wea|>on of revenge 

Agkinst tlie malice of our haughty matroiUt 

Who hiirh^d tbeir icy Rtiafti of scorn from heiglria 

0( dignity u]>od llio artist'* ilaaghter. 

ANVircA. 
I cannot tliink with jrou. In tier ilemeanor, 
Her kiiiiUcd check, hoc melting eye, wai mor* 
Tlwn »ly Forcngo or caatiou* policy. 
If tliat irai art it orcireaclied Itirtlf. 
Ere the night ended, I liad Uuilied to see 
8lif;hting rcgnnla east on my father's child. 
And hear her name and hie towod lightly round. 

DOW TOMMAAO. 

Could you not roft<l in inch diipangemtnt 



TIm eoTy of unaU nature* i 



liarift won io daace tbo taraatsIU 



iN 
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Upon Uio qoftj Al noonday, M to mo her 
Gaxod Al again with Mich inaaluug booMigOw 



Dosr TOMMAaa 

Yon art too ttriei ; joor baicltw npprti 
Wrong hor iar BOfo than tlraagtii' 



KoIm; 
^Ij timelj lean preroat a greater Oil 
And work no harm, ninee thej thali bo ii 
Onljr to him who hath the power to i|ncU 
DittolTing thtm to air ^ my iathtr. 

DOX TOXILAia 

Umml 

You lurcly will not ronto hii fatal wrath f 
Aniiicca, lintcn : if your doabta were tnM» 
IIo whoso flcrco lore gnardt hor with 

eyct, 
Moro Uko tho poaaioa of tomo wild, 

crcaliiro, 
With iirowHng jcaloasy and deadly •pniV* 
Fortii Icapinf; at tlio firtt approach of ill. 
Than iho calm tondcracM of human fathora i 
He aurcly had been keen to erent tho 
I taw liiin at Uio ball — at ia Kit wont. 
Ho niln^lcil not among tho rcroUoft, 
But like her sUadow pUyod tho epj o« 



2S0 Tat ttAOKOLETTO. 

ANN 1 CCA. 

A word would itir leu deopljr Uuui you dntod. 

DOK TOUHASO. 

Ah, lhor« you tn \ bo kuowa no middle terok 
At onco he would accc|it u fact tlie wont 
Of yoai imogininga i bU rago wouUl iinita 
All near liim, and rcbouiid ujwn himT«lf ; 
Pur, w I lokrn, Don John brbf^ nyol ordor* 
For llio Quccn'i gDilvr/ 1 he would diimUi 
Tko Prince m roughly u a begging utut 
Make no inch breach juit now betwixt tba eourt 
And oar «w> kindfed. 

I will do BMigM !■ bMte. 

DOH TOIOUaCK 

WKteh tltoa Mid w^ 
A ilight reproof might now nflko Hm child. 
Tame u b bird ante a {ntl« Toiefc 



UrsuDdmi^TWMii yrt wflll fad pitiwtfc 



r 




tcEXE m. 



la aajr IcM thaa ihe, n ivift « pawMMi 
So anmerred, n rockfew, had itfclkd. 
In her 't )• godlike. Ov — t— 1 W* 
Wu bora fnll-£ra*ra, aa ve gued e*ck •■ aack. 
Najr, 't waa not bora, bat lik* > tbuig ilrraal. 
It mu en we had luiiniiUMUM A i r e of t 
N« growtli of ilow deTelopmeat. bat perlaci 
From the beginning, neither do«Med t» aa^ 
Her garden breathea her ewa vmimi mmkmi 

Glowing with dewj attd volaptaoaa blaas. 
Here I am h^>p7 ^ bappf Is ifmm wmi wait 
In rich eeeDrit^ of bliaa. I know 
How brief an inlerral diTtdaa m bow. 
She haatee la meet me with no leM m^mlitam 
Than mine to elatp her in mj aiaa. la pn« 
Heart unto heart, and aeo Iha toe* wiikt* 
The anfathotDabU deptkl af bar ftMk 9jm, 
Shecomee. Uarial 



Uylecd: ymtenbMa* 



TBE SPJOIfOLtTTO. 



DOS jonir. 



Darling, not longt 'twoi but my restleu lor« 
Tlut drovB ma her« beforo the iiromited hour. 
So wen I well content to wait through a^a 
Upon the threiliold of a joy lilie thia, 
Knowing tlie gatea of heaTcn might op« to mo 
Atanj D 



Your love ia Icai tliaD miBa, 
For I have counted every tediooa miirat* 
Since onr lut meeting. 

DOM JOIOT. 

I luul'rotlier apeak 
L«H than the truth to have you chide me thu> ; 
Yet if you enter in the listi willi me. 
Faith mntched witli faith, and loyal heart with 

hcnrt, 
I warrant yoa, the jcnlou* god of love, 
Who apicg Qi now from yon pomegranate buih, 
Would crown me victor- 



Why should we compete 7 
Wlio could decide betwixt two eqiul tratba, 
Two perfea Ekitfai ? 




our""' ■'''■'"< 

''■■'>»■ '"■• a I„„',"'°,! 
forth 

'?»e'«i..,d„,i„„.„. 

■M , ^^ J 



8M TBE BPAOHourro. 

To nikteli me from that ilream of rutful lor* 7 
Oh, Juan, yoa will inve me, you nil! help, — 
Tell me you will '— I have lost all for yon I 

DON JOHN. 

To-moTTOW you will laugh at feore like these. 
You bare lo«l lutaght^you hAre but won mj 

Lose not your fkith in that — your ihield and 
weapon. 



I tremble itOI in erety IJmb. Good-night, 

I mnit be gone. To-morrow when yon comt, 
De wary with my father ; he is fierce 
In love and liaired. Listen anil look, my lord. 
If one dared lay to me but ycitcr inom 
That I would meet at night a itranger youth 
In mine own garden, talk with him of lore, 
And hint a thought agatnat the Spagnoletto, 
I had smitten witli thia bonble nch a ono. 

Kia* me, my Juan, once again. Good-night. 

[SaHMjtMUu 

8CENB IV. 
n« AaJuk Hiaana aad Ajnwoa. 



Hai he come often P 




•pastime — -J 



^r »M? Wku 

fretmeaot 



BIB 

from njo. 
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H»T6 darkened the fair fame of 1117 wUle do?% 
Naples shall me it Let then not fioigel 
The chapel of Saint Janoarios I 



AKKICOA (mrft). 

Tommaso judged aright I dare no^tell Urn. 
Dear f ather, listen. Fray, he calm. 8ft down t 
Your own hot rage engenders hi my niBd 
Thoughts, fears, sospieaons. 

BIBERA (ieeftaf A/n«0[O* 

Too are right, Annieea. 
I am foolish, hasty ; hot it makee me mad* 
Listen to me. Here sits the Prinee hefore me 1 
We talk, we laugh. We hare diseoseed all 

Uicmcs, 
From the great Angelo's dirinitj, 
Down to the pest of flies that fret ns here 
At the dajr*s hottest Sometimes he will pace 
The studio — such jroung blood is seldom stilL 
He brought me once his mandoline, and drew 
Eloquent music thence. I study thus 
The changeful play of soul. I catch the spirit 
Behind the Tcil, and bum it on the plate. 
]Maria comes and goes — will sit awhile 
Ofer her broidery, tlien will haste away 
And serre us with a dish of golden frait 
That is for me ; she knows the sweet, cool juice, 
After long hours of work, refreshee me 
More than strong wine. She mee t s Us Bojal 

Highness 



Here is no need to e 

Speak rather of yoi 

iahed? 

] 
So nigh, that wore ] 
row, 

I* might go with him. 

AX 



Rl 



Yea, bat I know not w 
MomenUy, orden from 
To trarel onward. 



Axrmcc 
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AHKtCCA. 
I spake not, father. I refrret with jroa 
Th« I'rinro iihoiild Icavo ui i jon, hnro mora an* 

joycl 
Ilii yoong companionship tlian injr strangtr'* 
l1i«io monjr years. 

BniKItA. 

Well, well, cnoagh of kiob 
He ItBth A winning air — so far, so good. 
I know not that I plafo mom trust in him 
Than in onolhcr. T is a lying world i 
I am too old now to bo duped or dauled 
By fair eitcmol*. 

filter Uaku, nrrgins o hiriUJUt q^/onr*. 



Fnllior, ioe I my rotet 
Hare blosfomcd orer ni^t g I bring you some 
To pnak your otody. SieUr, Don Tommgip 
Seeks yoa below. 

UmtOOk (rUar). 

I win go raeH Un. Fuber, 
Unta tHBomw. [fMrm* Bnsu •Went. 




TME B^Acnoum. SM 



Tral7t a gorgfMi A«v 1 
Fink, yellow, erinicm, whiu— wkkk b iW fao^ 

ett? 
Hiom with the decpMl bfanh tlmdd hmd fcif ■ 

yoo — 
Nay, iliey Mcord nol whli your lMur*t rtd goki t 
The white ones eiait yoa heal — pttle* iMMC«Ml» 
So 6owert too ema lie ! It moI Uya euasfe ? 

(Maria Ub flf Aim w MsfM Madtir «^ ^^tfte. 
Jit rmfUf Ar«dW« cii^ di d^JImmtnw^m lib 



I think not highly of your flowtrt, girl ; 
I hare ploeked this le^ hy le^s U Um 
See there I [lit 



MAEIA. 

What hare I dooe ? A}mm\ w^m^wmmjm 
Hare yoa then loei your rmmem f 



I, who was (lall of wit, am keen at ImI. 

•• Don John ie coroely.** and ** Don Jete k Had T 

** A wonilrrfttl mutictaa it Dofi Joka,'* 

'* A priiicelr arti»t *' -» and thes, wetk ef 

You enter in hie prceeaee, OMdeeC* raipfteb 

And who heneath that kitlea gnMe had epied 



800 



Tax BPAONOLETTO. 



The clniri ot mucliief? Whot Whf, all ihs 

Sato tlio foiitl, wrinkled, boaiy faol, tliy fallwr. 
Out, girl, for tliuno 1 lie will be here anoa i 
Ilcnro to your room — lio bIibJI not And jrou here. 
Hunk God, thank God I no evU luith been 

wrought 
That maj not bo repair«d. I hare tat bjr 
At all your meetings. You shall have no mora [ 
BIyself will look to thaL Away, awaj I 

[Etii Ma>u. 

RIBERA ('Mb ^rr kn). 

As one who hoa reccircd a deadly hnrt. 

She walks. What if my doubts be falso ? Tli« 

Of an unlooked-for Mow, a troacherous tlirait 
When least expected — thnt is all sho thawed. 
On a false charge, myself had acted tlius. 
She had been moved far othcrwiso if (^ilty; 
She had wept, protested, bej^cd — she had not 

left 
Willi ancli » proud and ■peechleM ahow of (riof. 
I was too lianli, too qniek on aligfat aDapieien. 
Wlut did Annicea mj? Whj, sht mM nanglib 
Twaa her gran tit, hor nddm ntiMBCOi 
Her iH-aMURwd indUlemiM. Tltejr pUj on me t 
The; know me not Tliaj dmd mj violoBt pM> 

■iona, 
Net gamimg what t fim tui ooMtoBt brtdia 




ij"' J «n, not mya, 
S''oot t),ro,,ffh my 

spirit. 
<^^' I We wronged 



m 



A 

*^/ 1 come in. dor f!!! 

/JOficu 



TBE BPAGSOLMTTO. 



RIBKaA. 

Poor child, thou miut bo weary. Hou art ptJ« 
Still Erotn tlijr awoon. 

lUJUA {milk a/erxti laiis>^). 

I hwl forgottea ft. 
Nbjt, I UD well sgatn. 



But I forget it not, 
Neither forgive mjriclf. Well, it ii put, 
Enottgh I When tlio Prinoe left I tent for the* t 
Thou wut itill ilccping? 

UAAIA (""'<* te^fhiiaA 

Yet, I was outworn. 
What dldit thou wiih of me ? 



Uerdr to tdl thM 
Don John leaTee N^«s. He expftoed regnt 
Uoet courteouilf that tboa wMt nlleTuig. 
He had fain offered ni U* parting Ibanln 
For our kind welcome ^ ao he deigned to w^, 
Tt^noTTOw be may eteal a moownt'i grace 
To we nt both once nun j bvt thia b dodUM, 
So be eatniitod hia farawaUa to tm. 



Hmj paaee go with Mat I 
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aiBKRA. 

Wo are well alono — 
Are wo not, darling ? Thanks for the ealm con- 
tent 
Wherewith thou biddest him farewell, to nestle 
Once more in mine embrace. Not long, I feel^ 
May these old homy eyes be blest with sight 
Of tliy full-flowering grace, these wrinkled lips 
Bo pressed against tliy brow. I am no more 
What I have been ; at times both liand and brain 
Refuse tlioir task. Myself will follow soon ^ 
Tho bettor part of me already doad. 
So tho worm claims as by slow torture, child* 
Thou *lt bear with me, if as to-day I wrong 
Thy gontle spirit? 

MARIA. 

Father, no more, no nior« I 
You break my heart 

RIBERA* 

Mine angel-child,weep not 
So bitterly. I thought not thus to more thee. 
Still thou art overwrought I woold hare asked 
At last a promise of thee. I am selfish. 
But I would sleep less startingly o' nights. 
And bear a calmer soul by day, were I seeore 
That thou wilt bide with me ontil the end. 

[A 
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To-ni^t I will not preu tlif B. Thon srt weary ; 
Til/ Dcrvu lu*e tcarce regaiueJ thfir teniion 

yet! 
Bat from itiy deep emotion I can ko 
T will cost thee lew th&n I bare ftucd. To> 



We will talk of thii mgtln. 

MABU. 



Now, 
Good-ntghL T ia time then ahouldit be tloepin;. 

MARIA. 

Father, 
I rannot Icarc thee I Every word of tliine 
Gnawi like » burning coal my tore, loft heart. 
Wlint! thou ^talt ntfTer, and tluno own Maria 
Will leave thee danghtcrlcu, uneomforted ? 
What! thou ahalt weep, and other eye« than 

Shall aee tlie Spagndetto't ipirit braken ? 

KIBBRA. 

Tber*, there, poor child 1 Look up, cling not M 

wiltlly 
About my neek. Thon wt too ftpaly lon^Ml. 



/^ 



.i. 
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V 1 I 



-^*u iiotim 



O^ footsteps, and a at 



^^ 90€% toward tU 



casern 



^"^b 't waa naught, 

^0 wind is ri..V^ 
Goatling together, 

RIBE 
M*KU .tand, keMnd 



It:^ . 



^'BERA fc 
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Vacant and slUl,*ft*e for the Bvajring bnuieliM 
Of btuh and tree. Tis ft wild, Uireat«iuitg 

night. 
A laltry brcete n blowing, and the sky 
Hang* black abore Vesavius. Yonder cloud 
Hath lightnings in it. Ah, k blinding bolt 
Dimi the volcano's |nll&r«d fire. Enongh. 

(//< ti«K, tkt autmrol and r^ar<u M Ui^miA. 

Hark, bow the thunder roUa I Uy eiuid, yon 

tremble 
like the blown lekTct withovb 



I am oppressed 
Bj the MUM i/Urmy inflneaee. Thoa luioweat 
I dnad the thander. 

RtSXRA. 

Thou, who art rafely hooaed, 
WhjT ehouldat tliou dread it? Try to ileep, nty 

darling j 
For(Fet the tttrror of (ho tcmpMt j aon 
Will bf«ak again in tunf^'Htt- 



Palber, ur 
Toa lore me and fon tnirt me one* ngaisi 
Bdon I bid (Md-nigbb 



ri 
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If it win emlm ihee, 
I lore thee and I trust thee. Thoa art to 

me 
My genius — thoa, the breathing image ttall 
Of thy saint-mother, whom the angels gmud. 
Even as thoa standcst now, rested in white, 
With glowing eyes and pale, unsmiling face, 
I see her as she stood the day her heart 
Went forth from home and kin to Ueea tbe 

stranger 
Who crared her father's alms. 

HABIA« 

Thanks, thanks. Good4ughl. 
God bless as through these wild, daik boon. 



Good-night. 

SCENE IL 

Ribera's Garden. Half the ikg ittumnaUd ftf cm smt- 
douded moon^ tke rest obscured 6jf on approaddnf ttmim. 
Occasional thunder and lightning, Om •« 9id$ ^ C&« 
stage a sumtMr-house open to tke emdUnce^ 9m At eiktr 
side the exterior of tke dwelling, Don JOBV diteowend 
waiting near tke house, Tke doer CfWif, •■' 
Maria. 

DON JOHN (springing forward omf mbroeiMi km). 
At last I atUstI 



m 
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UARIA. 
iTuftn, bownra ! KIj fatlior's foan, 
I cuinot piCH hy whom or wltnt, nrti roua(^d> 
[Si< tilimii Aer ornt grapin^ji la tmbratt liim. 
Oh, let me feci tlico ncnr mo — I aco nnught. 
Follffw mc 1 hero our vnirci may bo hoard. 

[SA( Aailnu latrardt iKr mamrr-Atnur, Itaninj ajM* 
All arm, and itnki ^paii a •mU. 

H»ra not slow ages pawed willi crowding wooa 
Since we ImI net ! What hare I not endured I 
Oh, Juan, eave me I 

t>o:t jonM. 

Dcai«st child, be calm. 
Thou art itrangelj oTerwrought. Spiak not. 

Await 
TUllhi* wild (ear be part. 



How ^at yoD an I 
Tour aimple preionce attlls and coroforta ne. 
While yon are here, the one thing rtal to ma 
Ib all the oniTeRe ia lor*. 



DOW joim. 

Amljrrt 
My loTO ii here, if I be far or nteh. 
Ii ihii the apirit o( a aoldier'a wlfeF 
Nay, fiery courage, iron fortitode, 
That aoal moat own thai darea to aay, ' 



/ 1 
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HABIA. 

And I doro say it I can bear th« wont 
Tliat envious fate may heap upon my head. 
If thou art with me, or for hope of thee. 

DON JOHN. 

Art sure of that ? Thou cooldsi nol part irom 

me, 
£Ten for thy father's soke ? 

MARIA. 

Talk yon of partiiig ? 
For 6od*8 sake, what is this? Toa lore no 
more? 

DON JOIIN. 

Rather I love so truly that I shrink 
From asking thee to share a soldier*s fite* 
I tremble to uproot so fme a flower 
From its dear native earth. I— 

MARIA {putting her hand <m his lip$). 

Hush, no more ! 
I need no preparation more than thisy 
Your mere request. 

DON JOHN. 

Tlicre spake my heroine. 
The King, my father, bids me to repair 
Unto Palermo, 



nc arAoifotMTTa. 



Slmll wo noil bHiIfifat ? 

W>V JOtlM. 

My PrinceH I Tliou rocoilo«t not frtw all 
Tlion mnit onduro, oro I con opcnljr 
Ckim UiM mj wifo I 

MAIItA. 

Tlio jmngi of pnrgfttorjr 
Were light]]' borne with iiteb a hnTen in Tte*r> 
I were content with ono brief hour n Any, 
Snntchcd from tlio toila of war uid Uijr high 

To ptH on thv ilcnr fue — to feel thjr hand. 
Even ru now n ttnjr and n carau. 

DO-v jonx. 
Angel. I liUTe no thnnks. Nnj God forgot IM 
When I forget tliia lioiirl So, tbon ut lirm— 
Read/ this night to Imto tbj bom*, tlijr kin, 
Thj f other ? 

MJnU (ulemiJf}, 

I Am ready ood rMotrod. 
Yet judge mo not io ligtitly os to deem 
I %»j thii will) no pong, ity lore wen nanjbti 
Could I willidrow il poiolMtlj- Kt onct 
Prom tiira round wbcM coloood otrongth tb* 
to nd rill 



t 



*vr 



cijoe 







J 



To I. "^ 

iH>jr i 
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I know my num. Shronclcd bj earefol Bigiil» 

We will set scerei mQ for Sicily. 

Once in PalennOy ihoa mayst write thy father-* 

Sue for liis pardon ^ tell Itim that, ere 1ob|^ 

When I hare won by cantioas policy 

King Pliilip't faTor, tboa ihalt be proclaimed 

Princcee of Anetria. 

MARIA (dU ka§ Amif 19M11 kis vwi/f wiik tnwWuf 9W» 

weew^^w»^w# ^^^^^fm 9 ^^mw j^Kn^9 ^^••^e ^^mw ^^v^^ewa vP^^^e v^^r^M w^e^^F 

lierf^* 

IcanaotI nol IomumII 

mnr joiiv («ewi|/liffjr). 

I feared aa much. Well, it is bettor thus. 
I asked thee not to front the ''worst of ills 
That cnrious fate could heap upon thy head ** ^ 
Only a little patience* T was too much ; 
I cannot blame tlice. T is a loring father. 
I, a mere stranger, had nanght else to hopOf 
Matching my claim with his. 

MARIA (^0ciib ol Aim aiNf cAtmm A(rM{^ef Aif/cd)* 

OI19 pardon, pardon ! 
lly Lord, my Prince, my hnsband I I am thine I 
Lead whoresoe'cr thoa wilt, I follow thee. 
Tell me a life's derotion may efface 
The weakness of a moment I 

Ah, mine own I 




^<H>? ct" ""'"^ 
"^^ hone S. 
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KaUrhooA. 
LDCA. 

My bid? 



Go uk FlaawttA if llio miatreu alwpt -> 
If the be Rtling — wlijr bIm 1im not coma 
Tbia mom to greet iii«. [Erii Lvu. 

BtBEBA (itfiiu p«rimj lU Hagi). 

What fond Ittn %n tbet* 
Usatering my spirit ? Since ber mothei di«d 
I tremble at tlie name of pain or ill. 
Iloir can my rudo love t«nd, my hard hand 

■oollie, 
Tb« dear duld'a fro^lo ^ 

[A tMffiutJ erf tgilknU. 

Wbatutbatr UyG«dt 
How ha«t thon vtrickcn me ! 

lUt lUfperi mud faiii into a c/Lair. EmUr Aaifi(|r 
PuntTA, wr*pi»g, ami liCCA ind fuftra f/ 



[KoiBu rim mtk a frvM ^fftn amd cMjfhMa Atm. 



r 
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WhAtifit? Spetkl 

LUOA« 

Dear mMteri akt is gonaw 

RIBERJl. 

How ? Murdered — dead ? Oh, emel God 1 

Awayl 
Follow me not 1 [X*ii 



FIAMETTA. 

Help, all je Baints of hearoii • 
Have pity on him 1 Oh, what a day if thia I 

LUCA. 

Quiet, Fiametta. When the master finds 

The empty, untouched bed, the silent room, 

His wits will leave him. Hark I was that his erj ? 

Reenter Ribbba calling. 

RIBERA. 

Maria I Daughter ! Where hare they taken thee, 
My only one, my darling ? Oh, the brigands ! 
Naples shall bleed for this« What do ye here, 
Slaves, fools, who stare upon me ? Know ye not 
I have been robbed? Hence I BansadLereij 
house 
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From ca»c to roof in Najilot. Scarcli nil »trccU. 
Arrest wliomio yt meet. Let no tail ttir 
From out llie linrbor. Ring Uto oUruinl Qniokl 
TUn is * general voo. 

[Emitt LccA airf Fumktta. 

Tlio Duko '■ my friend ; 

IIb II fiirllier mo. Tho Prince — oli| hidoooi 

Nn, no, I will not dretun it. Mine eiietnlci 
Have done tliis thing; tlie ttvcngen of tliat 

Ij^EE" — 
Domenichino— they hare tlnick liome kt lut 
How WOK it that I heanl no (onni!, no ery, 
Tlirougliont tho night? Tlio hcnren* thcmMclrei 

Againit mo — the honrva tlnindcr drownod bor 

Oh, agony I 

{lit iwnit kit faei in (■'• haiii$. Snttr AvniceA; dU 
lArmn htrtfl/ tptnUrU aai mtpiiis <V>°* ^'* "*'^' 

Thou knownt it, Anniera ! 
The thief Iiai enlcrd in the night — iiho '■ gone. 
I stand and wivcp ; I ttir not liand or foot. 
Ii not the hoaaohold rotucd ? Do they not wek 

her? 
I am hcljilcs*, weak ; an ol't man oremighi. 
Tlie brigands* work waa eaiy. I heard naughL 
Dot «nrely, anr^ly, had tlioy murdered lior, 
I had hranl that — tluU would h«Te w ~ 
From out my grsT*. 
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SIT 



AjnnccA. 

FAtlwr, dM is 



Whara lia?t they found her r WluH 

know 7 Speakt QMttkf 
Era mj htart break I 



AxsnccA* 



Alee : they hare aol 
Bat that were eaejr. Nerre thjeelf — 

her 
Thoa art the Spapioletto ftilL LaM aighl 
Don John fled eeeretlj from Naplee. 



Giro me a draught of water. 

[Hi 



AKVICCA {tmBim§\, 

Helm T 
Laca ! FiametU ! Father, look mp. 
Gate not to hollowly. 

EMtr I>oii TomtAto oW Saw, 

Qaick: wati 
Do je not •«« he swoone ? 

kand§. Emu Lcca, ■*• ntwvt ti 
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a nltrrjlafv* afmta. Avmoc* wt'io U and 
rai'wi £{ (a BiBakA'l lif. Hi tOjUt il frvt W 
JbiW aw/ rfn'itti. 



BtBERA. 

Uow your luuid trcmUei ] 
Sm, ntM is Hm. Ton Wl siiilt it o'er mj beard 
Had t not ureil iL TliftnliA. I un (trong Bgain. 
I am very old for audi a itcadjr grasp. 
^^''7> Ipi'' 1)0*1 >nGii M lioary a* tliy fivllicr 
Ara luiij; •iiiee palaiad. But my finn t«neK 

comes 
From IiaiHlling of iho bnuL I am a [lalntcr, 
The Spagnolclto — 

\Ai tc tfiriU-* ill MX A( nddtnlf lkr»*t ef kit 
apalkf. nmi la tui/uli luiglil, a»J raMt dn/afm 
ta lAf gnamJ. 

Ah, the SpngnolettOi 
Disgraced, abandoned I My exalted naino 
The langhing^oek of chorbi my lieanhstotM 

■tamped 
With cTerla«ting ihama ; my pride, my fama. 
Mine honor — where are tliey ? With yon ipilt 

waier. 
Foaled in tlio dutt, nieked by tlio thirtty air. 
Now, by Cliriit'i blood, my Tongtsaiica iliall be 

huge 
Ai mine affront I will demand full joitlee 
From Iliilip- We will treat ai King with King. 
S4 ihall be rtripped •( ruk ud ■■■• %aA 
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My thriec-blcEt Leotion, whom 1 pitied, 
Fool that I wai ! in her void, tilent tomb. 
Tbo God of morcj bftth rcMired mv tniljr 
For ft wiM purpoM. 

AMMCCA. 

Father, riM ; Uk« eoiirtg« j 
W« know not jet the end. 

RIOKBA. 

Wliy thould I rite 
To front tho lerel eyci of mcn'a contempt? 
Oh. I Am thamcd 1 Cover my Ucnd, AiiniccAi 
Darken mine eyes, and reil my face- Oh, God, 
Would that I were a namelees, ohacure man, 
So coald 1 bury with ino my disgrace, 
'Diat now must 1« inimortat. Wlier* Uioo stand- 

est, 
AnniccB, lliere she stood Uat nic^hi Sho kiaeed 

moi 
Round mine old noek ih* wroatliod kor toft, 

young arms. 
My wrinkled checks vrere vet with her warm 

She (Imddcred, and I thought it was Uie thandor 
l>tniek terror tknngh her aonl. Whlto-boarded 
fool I 

rUMRTA. 

I found tliia scrip upon tlie ehamberJooTi 
Mayhap It bring* some contort. 
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RIBERA. (starts up and matekei the paper lAt ^er» kiw^^ 
reads it rapidlg, tken !• AxxiOCA wUdlg). 

Look, look there — 
'T in writ in blood : ** My daty to niy lord 
Forbids my telling you onr prosont port." 
I would track hor down with slouth-hoandi, did 

I not 
Abhor to see her face. Ah, press thy hands 
Against my head — my brain is like to burst — 
My throat is choked. Help 1 help I 

SCENE IV. 

A Street, Enter LoRKmeo and a GsHTUDCAir, mmCii^ 
They saluttf and Lorbhzo it a6o«l to jnmi m. 

LORENZO. 

Good-morning, sir. 

OKNTLRMAK. 

Hail and (arewoll so sooOf 
Friend dreamer ? I will lay a goodly sam 
The news that flies like fire £rom tongue to 

tongue 
Hath not yet warmed thino oar. 

LORENZO. 

What's thai? I lay 
A sum as fair thy news is some dry tale 
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Of courtly goulp, taueliing mo m nigb 
Ai the (lissemioua of tlie uiiipodcs. 

OENTLKMAM. 

Done for n hnndroO llorini 1 In tho night, 
'Aliilat (lio wild itorm whoto roar muct have in- 
Even tliy leaden sleep, Prince Joltn left Ni4ile«> 
V!o •IwuM have liod k pai^ant here to-dftj, 
A royal exit, floral arches llirown 
From houM to liouie in nil tlio strooti he pMMdt 
Munie and giianl* of honor, homage filling 
Tho wn of I'hilip — but tlio bird liu flown. 

LOIIEMO. 

fio I I rejjrtit our Ixiny ciliKcne, 

IVho nun llicmsclvo* ilny-loiig upon lIu) qiujv, 

Should bo deprived of lucli a fcstiTal. 

Your wager '• loet ^ botr am I moved by tliu T 

OSNTLEHAX. 

Huk le the end. T would move all men whote 

Flow not elcar water. Uo bMli carried d& 
The Rom of Naplei- 

Wlut wonldat thou lay ? Speak oat I 
In Qod'i uuMi whn hatk CoUomd Ua f 



r^ 
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OSMTLEMAir. 

Ah, thoa 'rt rooted* 
Thy mostor hath been robbed -» the Spagno- 

lotto — 
Maria of Uie Golden Looks— hie daagfater. 

LORENZa 

How 18 this known 7 'T is a foul shinder forged 
By desperate malice. What I in the night, joa 

say? — 
Sho whoso bright namo was clean as gpU, wboe« 

heart 
Sliono a fixed star of loyal Ioyo and doty 
Beside her fatlicrs glory I Tliis coarse lie 
Denies iUtelf. I will go seek Uie master, 
And if this very noon she walk not forth, 
Led by the Spagnolctto, tlirough the streetif 
To blind the dazed eyes of her slanderers, -« 
I am your debtor for a hundred florins* 

OENTLEMAK. 

Your faith in womanhood becomes yoo, sir. 
(Aside,) A beggar's child the mistress of a 

Prince ; 
Humph I there be some might think the weight 

of scandal 
Lay on tlie other tide. (To LorentfO.) Yea need 

not forth 
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To M«k bw tatbor. Sec, h« eomoa, alone. 
I will not meddle in thta broil. Karvwell I 



LORKXZO. 
Oh heart, break not for pity I Slinll be thn* 
Unto nil Nople* blaxon Iii* diagnue ? 
1ti» mail not b« {advancing). Fatltcr I 

HtBKKA (■larfl amd locki up ikarplj). 

Who call* mo father ? 

LORENZO. 

Why, nuiUr, I — yoti know me not ? Lortnu. 

RIBKRA. 
Nor do I eare to hnow thee- Thou mnit b« 
An arrant coward, Ihti* to Ico^^no with foei 
Apiintt Ro poor a wretch u I — to call mo 
n> tlio most car«t, dcspiicd, Dnhallowetl nanio 
Goit't creatures own. Away 1 and let mo pa« j 
I injuro no man. 

LOORjrzo. 

Look at me, dear master. 
Your head U hare, yonr face i* n»hy pnio, 
11)0 i>tin i* riciro. I am your fricnil, your pupil i 
Let m« but guide my ntercnd mocler home, 



*f^dt 
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To bold (Umodtso. In XJod's name, coma with 
mo. 

Kinr.RA. 
What coapM *tAring fooU were th^y Uiat paswd ? 
Tbey KCinod lo K&ro iLca. Wliy, \toj, faeo them 

oaL 
I MB the ihadow of the Spagnolctto, 
EIh hmil I brookod no gaie to iniolcnt. 
Well, I will go witli then. Itiit, linrk tlioo, W t 
A word Tint in tliino par. T in n Krim locrat ) 
Wliiapcr it Dol in Nn)>lp* i I but tell tlioc, 
Lent Uhmi altoulrl fnncy I luu) loit my wita. 
Wy <1au[;lilcr Imlli Jc«crleil mo — lialU fled 
From Naplca with « iMUtard. l1ion hut mm 

Maria-ltoaa ^ thou mmt rcmcmbor hor i 
Slie. whom I paintod aa Madoon* onea. 
Sim hail fair liair Mtd Spaalah ejM. Wluti wm 

it? 

I cams fortli thinking I might moot with hor 
And find all Ihii a dream — ■ foollali tlioaght I 
I am very woary. {Yaieni»g,) I hftra walk«d 

and walked 
For hour*. IIov far, ilr, atAad we from tb« 

Strada 
Nardo? I liTi there, nlgfa Sftinl Fnuwia' ehueh. 

LOKBrxo. 
Why. 'tia hard byt • Mom's tltmr from tUa 
aqoar*. 



qIo 
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nAMCTTA. 

The matter U avako 
And etlli for 70a, aiifnorb 

AHVICOl. 

nmTen be pniaed I 
[JEn'i Iwiilf. 

nAMKTTA. 

Woold-I had foDtmod my young mUlrcii 1 lien 

I emp about lika a irartxl, entity tiling, 

And fanej at each moment tiioy will g\itu 

T waa I vho led brr to tlio lint. I will confcH, 

If any >iii (here be, tn l-'nthcr Clcmont, 

And buy indnlgvneo wiih her golden eima. 

T would bora my Uu-oat, tlie nuutcr'a nltiiif 

«yct 
Wotdd haaot me aver, if I wtat to wnr H. 
8o,allwiU/atbeinU. [JUL 



SCENE TL 
Rnnu'i Rt«m. Rnnu duttMni mlti»§ m tit n m k 
Iltltiikt M «uMf Aafrvtf, ta Au nfai'rHrf Us mtwwt 
lM»iBf aw (jprMMM. Afar AnnooA. S* AmIom 
tamrrft ill*, aW faMcb ImM* tk eiBdl, kittl»t tim 
^fftd i t»»lrt§• 

AMnOOA. 
Father, fon eaUed mb? 



r 
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BIBERA. 

Ayo, to bid good-night. 
Why do you kiM mo ? To betray to-morrow ? 

ANKIOGA. 

Dear fatlior, you are better ; you haTO dept 
Are you not rested ? 

RinniiA. 

Child, I was not wearjt 
There was some cloud pressed hero {jwiniing to 

his forehead) but that is past 
I have no pain nor any sense of ill. 
Now, while my brain is clear, I hare a word 
To speak. I think not I have been to theOy 
Nor to that other one, an nnkind £ather. 
I do not now remember any act, 
Or any wonl of mine, could cause thee grief* 
But I am old — perclumce my memory 
Deceives in tliis ? Speak I Am I right, Annicca ? 

ANNICCA (wttping). 

Oh, father, father, why will yoa tortort ma ? 
You were too good, too good. 

RIDERA. 

Wliy, 80 I thought. 

Since it appears the guerdon of sueh goodnoM 
Is treachery, abandonment, disgraeOi 
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880 TBE BPAGSOLETTO. 

I hera nnounea 1117 (alhcrliooil. No cliiid 
Will I Kknowledga mine. Tlmii art a wito t 
Thy da^ i« Uij huband's. Wlicn Antonio 
B«tanM Erom Snilk, toll liim that Iim fattier 
la longMDca dwtd. MonccforwanI I will own 
No kin, no home, no tio. I vill nwAy, 
To-morrow mom, Btid Utd ui nncliorito. 
Ono Uiiag j« cuinot rnb mo of — my work. 
Jlj nuDB tlull itill outcoAT UicM low, mirk 

nport — 
Not the Riberft, ■tuned will) >m and nbamc, 
Ae the hath left it, but tho Siiagnolctto. 
Itlf glorjr u mine own. I lictre done nitli it. 
Bat I bequeath !t to my country. Now 
I will make friendi witli beaals — they 11 prove 

lew Mva^ 
Than alie tliat waa my dnnghtrr. I haro upokrn 
For tlie laat time tlint wnrd. I'hco I curse not : 
Thon hant not Mt tliy liccl upcu my heart j 
Bat yet I will not blcaa thee. Go. Geod«i^ 

AKXICCA (rakee^if Iim), 
WhatI will yoB apara ma thu? Nay, IwiU 

And be to thee all that (be ahoold ban bees. 
Soothe thy declining year*, and beal the wound 
Of thia aliarp aomw. Tboa ihalt bleaa wm atill, 
Father — 

[Riauu iM fuUtdfir m mmwiM to W ntkmeti 

te, mddnlf rWv, A* /eaba iw rmfUf/hm 

Urn. 
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BIBERA. 

Away I I know thee. Tlioa art one 
With her who daped me with like wordt last 

ni^lit. 
Tlicn I believed ; hot now my sense is cloeed, 
"My heart is dead as stone. I cost thee forth. 
By heaven, I own thee not I Thoa dost forget 
I am the Spagnoletto. Away, I say, 
Or ere I strike thee. [B§ tknaum 



AKNICCA. 

Woe is me I Help, help ! 

[JMr. 

RIBERA. 

So, the last link is snapt Had I not steeled 
My heart, I fain liacl kissed her in farewelL 
'T is better so. I leave my work nnfinished. 
Could I arise each day to face this spectre, 
Or sleep with it at night ? -» to yc'am for her 
Even while I curse her? No I The dead 

remain 
Sacred and sweet in our remembrance still ; 
Tliey seem not to have left us ; tliey abide 
And linger nigh us in the Tiewlcss air. 
The fallen, the guilty, must be rooted ont 
From heart and thought and memory. IfHth 

them 
No hope of blest reunion ; they must be 
As though they hod not been ; their spoken name 
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CuU lik« a knife. When I csiay to ttiink 

Of wliftt luitli ]iwM0d b>^y, my sick braio reeli^ 

Tho IcUcr I romomber, but nil liiico 

Float* in a mitt of liomr, mul I f;rnap 

No actanl form. Dkl I tiol wniiiUr fortli ? 

A mob niTrxKinded me. All ]S'a[ilo8 kneir 

Mjr downfall, and tlie Mreet xrtit paved trith ejet 

That etucd into mjr mkiL TIicii friendly Iinndi 

Guided ne hither. When I n-oko, I felt 

Ae thongb a rtone had ndlcd from off my lirain. 

But atill thi> niglitiDan Iwdrs tlio truth. I know 

Thej watfh me, thej anipcct mc. I will irnit 

mi the whole hooiebeU tlcop, and then atoal 

forth, 
Kor onaveoged ntain. 



I 



ACT V. 
6CENEL 
■ DoF Tonxam'i ZTowf. AwnccA Wi'w ttni. 



If he still lire, now ehoU wo hear ot him. 
Tlie newt I learn will lore him from hk eem^ 
Where'er it lie, to pardon or aven]^ 

WhatMWB? What ehaer, Twrnin ? 
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For mine own hond, j^oUrtl in my aiihir'i enno 
Tha bleuing tw ntfusod mir. 

I>OX TOHJUaO. 

Wall, Uk« eomtort i 
Thn gTM« BUf ]r«t bo Uuiw. 

SCENE It 
PaUrm*. A Simttri. Entrr AmmtM, JilUmd h • 



{ 



Ii tho poor creature rouMd ? 

LAX-eiSTZB. 

Nay, «ho ■till tlccjn- 
T wonld bre»k joar piou haut to ••• imt, 

mother. 
Sho begged oar mouMrt call, thongb 't {■ put 

doubt 
She hu been bred to ddieal* Imnrj. 
I deemed her q>tiit, had not Iha wft bntat 

beared 
A* gently aa a faaba'a and aren in dreama 
Two ctjitat dropa ooaad from bar nrollan 

Iid>, 
And trickled down bar e b aa h a. Har irief lUapa 

twt, 
AJtboo^ tbo fra^ bod/ aravM \U mH. 




"f «ny J.re<.enoo. 
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ABBESS. 

I will ipc&k will] hiiDi 
Er* b* confess lur, since wo know him not. 
Follow tnc, cliild, ftnd aoo if alio han wnkM. 



A CrII i« lilt ffannirf. Hahia Jitnvfrtd aiUtp m • 
tirar poiltl. SAi tiarit mliltiilf /nm itr iltrp wilA • 
Hull rtf, M/ nWi and renaint waJrd oa krrpallfl, 

HAIUA. 

Oil, tlint wild dream I My wenrjr bonM still 

ulie 
Witli tlto fierc« paint ttiejr wnnehed no limb 

from limb. 
Thou lindst full eauM, mj (tUwr. Bnt thoo, 

What wot my sin la Uwei WTC IM null lore f 
Oh, would to God my baek wen erooktd with 

Mjr sinootli (iliMk Mwaed vith wrinUei, wf 

bright hair ^ 

II0B17 witli yoara, and mj qidek blood 
Djr slu^th torpor, lo wen I bmt tha end 
Of woes that Mem etarnalt I am emng^ 
Death will not resoM no, Withb mj Vite 
I feci llio vigorona palaei of jomg lif^ 
Ref oaing mj release. 11/ heart at tlaMa 
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Rebels against the habit of despair, 

Andy ere I am aware, has wandered baek. 

Among forbidden paths. What prajert what 

penanco, 
Will shriTO me clean before the sight of HeaTen ? 
My hands aro bbck with parrieide. Whj else 
Should his dead face arise three nights before me» 
Bleached, gliastly, dripping as of one tbat'o 

drowned, 
To freeze my heart with horror ? Christt haye 

mercy! 
[Ski eoveri her /ace with her hands in mnago^ ^d4tpmr. 

Enter a MOXK. 

THE MONK. 

May peace be in this place I 

[Maria ghudden vtol^nilgat tkt tmutd rfkU W9ie$i 
look$ up and ifti the MoKX with bewi haad, mmd 
handa partially extended^ as one wh» invokei a Aftis* 
ing. She riue^falU at hii/eet, and takes Iks ksm 
of his skirt between her hands, pressing ii tak&r 
lips. 

Welcome, tlirice weleome I 
Bid mo not rise, nor bless me with pare haadfti 
Ask not to SCO my face. Ilore let me li< 
Kissing the dust— - a cast-away, a trail* 
A murderess, a parricide I 

MONK. 

Aecnrsed 
With all Hell's oarses is the crime thoa naai*sl I 
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KonA tbM f Who ud whenea ut 



WluUdatrili 

thoo, 
That WMW'rt Uh fom of worako. ihough ihon 

Uek'rt 
Tb« heut of the ihtw^ll? Who wm U^ 

pu«Bt, 
What fiend of toctno, tlut thine impioui handa 
Shoold qaendi tbo Uviag aotuce of thine em 

life? 

Spsr* ne ! oh, epan bm I Najr, mjr hondt art' 

clean, 
lie wai the drat, beat, noblrtl ainon); nioii. 
I wa* hit ligltt, Ilia aonl, hia brontli o( life. 
TlicM I witlidrew from him, nnil nitulo hi« daya 
A dorkncu. Yet, perchanco he ii not dendi 
And blood and lean majr waah away mj gailk 
Oh, tell mo ihera u hope, thea^ it glewB far ^ 
One •olitoiy ray, one itiradfait apat^ 
Beyond a million yaan of pnrgalorjr I 
Hjr burning eool Ibirata for tha imj bain 
Of eomfortable grac^ One wosd, one ward, 
Or «ro I periah of daapair I 



1 



Whatwordf 
The on« wberowith thoB bad'et llij tathar hope f 
What thoa^ ho bo Ml dead F Ii I 



Haat thoa not BnrdM«d Urn b w^\} AmII 
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The death-blow to his heart? Cheat not thy 

soul 
With empty dreams — thy God hath judged tbeo 

guilty! 

MABTA. 

Hare pity, father ! Let me tell thee alL 
Thou, cloistered, holy and austere« know'sl not 
My glittering temptations. My betrayer 
Was of an angeFs aspect His were all gifts. 
All grace, all seeming yirtne. I was phinged. 
Deaf, dumb, and blind, and hand^bonnd in the 

deep. 
If a poor drowning creature crared thine aid, 
Tliou wouldst not spurn it Such a one am I, 
And all tlie waves roll over me. Help* help 1 
Let mo not perish ! Wrest me from my doom I 
Say not that I am lost ! 



i 



I can bat say 

What the just Spirit prompts. Myself am nanght 
To pardon or condemn. The sin is sinned ; 
The fruit forbid is tasted, yea, and pressed 
Of its last honeyed juices. Wilt thoa now 
Escape the after-bitterness with prayers, 
Scourglngs, and wringings of the hands ? Shall 

these 
Undo what has been done? — make whole Ibe 

heart 
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Tlijr erimo hath aiupt in twain? — restore tlie 

wits 
Tliy din iiatli scattered ? No 1 Tliy punUlimeDt 
Is lingo u tliino ofr«nco. Dentil sliall not help, 
Neither shnll pious lUo wasK out the itoin. 
Uring; thou 'rt doomed, and dead, tliou iholt be 

lost, 
Bejrend MlTatton. 

UARIA {tpriu^fttliirJktH. 

ImpioiM priest, thou Ueet I 
God will hare mcrej — m n\j fother would, 
Conld he but ««o roc in mine agony I 

[Thr MoKK t\reri horl A'< fowl and liiKovm Urn- 
tt\f at Ua StjdHOUTttO. iSAUU. uUrrj afitr- 
dug try mud Arom litn^ EptttUtu «( kitfltL 



Then know'it mo not I am not what I m/L 
Mjr outward ehape remain anchang«d| tbeet 

eyee, 
Now gloating on thine angoiah, are the Mm* 
That wept to «ee a shadow croM thj brow i 
ThcH cart, that drink the nnric of thy groaaa, 
Shrank from tliy lightest sigh of melancholy. 
Then think'it to And tho fathor in me iliU? 
Thy parricidal hands hare mnrdercd him— 
Thou sludt not find a man. I am the spirit 
Of blind rerenge — a bnile, nnsnrening fbrea. 
What deemeet then hath bonad me onto Ute? 
I, pleasdn, or the sent ol Cnr f 
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Tbon >Wt find thna » nn m pngnr Mgr. 

•hrive — 
Tlw mnrdcr of thy fklhar. To ill JnuM 
That huint thM of pMt anguth, ihtll b* iddad 
TIm Tinon of thti horror I 

[fl« «WM >Hm Mf- «Mb ■ dkifir M< Mtt 4te- 
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